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THE IfAILilG SIREM MYSTERY V' 

Cauglit ill their motorboat Sleuth, hy a sudden storm 
at sea, Frank and Joe Hardy are helpless when the engine 
dies. Drifting fartlier from shore amid the tumultuous waves, 
the boys are relieved to see the lights of a yacht. But their 
SOS is ignored. 

The shrill sound of a siren, fills the night air. Moments 
later, a helicopter drops an object alongside the Sleuth, 
To the young detectives* astonishment it proves to be a 
wallet containing two thousand dollars. 

The next day their pal Chet Morton rushes to the Hardys 
to tell them that the Morton farm truck carrying a shipment 
of high-powered rifles belonging to his uncle, a big-game 
liimter, has been stolen. 

These two apparently unconnected events are clues in a 
tangle of mystery which turns out to be one of the detective 
brothers* most exciting adventures. 
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Tim Sieuih roared towards Barmet Bay as fast as its 
.propeller could clium the sullen sea. At the wheel sat 
Joe Hardy^ tensely watching the black clouds. His 
brother Frank was bending anxiously over the throb- 
bing engine. 

“Think we’ll make it?” Joe asked. 

“If the engine holds out. Listen! It’s missing again!” 

The engine coughed. At the same time a jagged 
bolt of lightning flung itself from the heavy sky. It was 
followed by a deafening crash. As rain poured down on 
the boys in blinding sheets, the engine suddenly conked 
out. 

■ . ®®We’re in for it !” Frank called, 

“What’s the matter?” 

“It could be the fuel line.” 

• Frank opened the hatch to the engmcj grabbed the 
toolbox, and set to work. Without power, the Skutk 
was in danger of bei ng capsized by the giarst waves. 

“I’ll try to keep her heading into the wind,” Joe 
shouted. 

The storm had broken in all its fury. Lightning 
flashed almost continuously, and the air reverberated 
to the roll of thunder. One blinding flash hit the water 
not, far, from, the boat. , 
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*‘Wow!^’ Joe exclaimed. “A little closer and we ■ 
would have had it!” ^ 

: ^Never saw a- storm come up so fasty” Frank said. , 

. The Hardysa out for an evening cruise in their motor- . .v: 
boatj had gone, farther into the ocean from Barmet Bay 
than usual. Dark-haired Franks eighteeHs tall and keen- , = 

witteds was worried. Joe, a year younger, with blond, 
wavy hair and a n impe tuous nature, was not too con- , 
cerned as yet. , , I 

This trait of Joe*s was responsible for their present i 
predi c ament. Joe had listened to only the first half' ] 

of the late-afternoon weather report. Now the two j 

boys were caught in the centre of a heavy summer 
squall. 

Frothy waves slapped over the side of the boat as it 
rocked dangerously in the turbulent sea. The anoraks 
that the boys had grabbed out of a locker gave them 
some protection from the rain, but their slacks and 
shoes were becoming soaked. And the Barmet Bay 
inlet, with its blinking beacons, seemed to be drifting 
away from the Sleuth at an alarming rate. 

“How’s it coming?” Joe called. 

“No luck yet. If this storm keeps up, Mother will be 
very worried. You know how she is about os being out 
here in bad weather.” 

“And Aunt Gertrude doesn’t help any,” Joe added. 

“She’s probably telling Mother of Ae perils of the sea 
and why boys shouldn’t have motorboats.” 

“I wish Dad were home to calm them,” Frank said* 

“Did he say when he was coming back from Washing- 
".ton,?”' 

“No,” Joe replied. “He never can tell how long his 
secret government cases are going to last.” 
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®*I wonder what it*s about this time. Dad said we 
might be of some help to Mm in — 

Frank was interrupted by another large wave wliieh 
struck the Sleuth with a resounding whack. 

As Joe pulled hard on the wheel to avoid an avalanche 
of water, he cried out, ‘Tranisj look!” 

In the distance a yacht ivas bobbing up and down in 
the giant waves.. . 

“Maybe the captain will help us,” Frank suggested. 
“Let’s signal.” 

He picked up a torch and beamed an SOS, hoping 
to attract attention. There was no response. The Sleuth 
was evidently too low in the water for the signal to be 
seen. 

In a matter of minutes it was completely dark on the 
water. The lightning and thunder ceased, but the 
rain and heavy wind continued. 

The engine of the Sleuth was still dead. Frank had 
been unable to locate the trouble with the craft 
rocking so violently. The use of tools was out of the 
question. 

Suddenly Joe shouted, “Frank, the yacht’s heading 
this way. She’ll run us down!” 

Frantically Joe signalled with his torch. A moment 
later the winking lights of the ship were blotted out. 

Hearts beating xvildly, the boys waited. If the ship 
came closer wthout seeing them, there would be only 
one thing for them to do — jump overboard! 

Suddenly the boys saw the yacht’s lights again. They 
were farther away than before. 

“Whew!” said in Frank in relief. 

“I think I heai' a helicopter,” Joe said. “Let’s signal 
again.” 
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Above the roar of the wind and the breakers came 
tile sound o f whirling rotors. 

pdot's mad to be out in a storm like thk” 

, , said Joe. ' 

^ “Maybe he’s lost From the ^ sound, ■ lie must be 

: circling. But I can’t see him.” 

. “Nor I. Hope he doesn’t think the light on the 

yaclitus a landing Md,” Joe said ivith a shudder. 

moment the wail of a siren filled the ■air; 
Where s that coming from ?” Joe asked. 

OJ* the yacht,” Frank rea-» 
soned. The sound couldn’t carry this far from shore 
m the storm.” 

The yacht’s deck lights blazed again. Then, as be» 
tore, they disappeared. 

“What’s going on ?” Joe asked. 

“Wish I knew.” 

Clear vision was cut off by the bhnding rain. Five 

I- 

Then suddenly the sounds of the helicopter became 
dearj ngw. Wjthm a matter of seconds the craft 
was directly overhead. As the boys looked up. there 
was a sashing sound, then a sLck on Z waS 
direct.y alongside the Sleuth. Leaning over the cdve 
Frank just mimaged to grasp an object as it was alxJut 

to sink beneath the waves. “awjui 

“What is it?” Joe asked. 

"Feels Uke a waUeti And a fat one too.” 

Frank 

wmstied. It IS a waUet, and it’s full of money!” 
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JoE^s eye popped at the sight of the bulging wallet. 
"'‘'It must have dropped from the helicopter — but why^ 
is more than I can figure out,” he muttered, 

Frank e>:claimed. “Hundred-dollar bills!” As he 
fstarted to count theiUj Joe shouted, “Hang on!” 

A big wave was bearing down on them. It Mt the 
craft broadside, tilting it and dirowing Frank and 
Joe into the churning water. Automatically they 
struggled out of their anoraks. 

Despite the predicament they were in, Frank and 
Joe kept their heads. Being sons of Fenton Hardy, the 
famous detective, they had been well schooled in 
meeting perilous situations. 

They had had many narrow escapes tracking down 
criminals. But now they realized that the elements 
could be as dangerous as the craftiest of criminals. 

Spluttering and struggling, Frank and Joe fought 
their way towards the Sleuth. Though expert swimmers, 
it took all they had to overtake it. 

Joe was the first to grasp the side of the boat. With 
eyes smarting and head spinning, he hauled himself 
over the gunwale. 

Then Frank hoisted one leg over the side and tum- 
bled into the bottom of the boat. 

“Did — did you lose the w^et?” Joe asked. 
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Frank feeld up the- dripping wallet. . A quick : flip 
showed the money was stOl there. They could count it 
later. Frank put it in his pocket. 

The rain had stopped, and visibility was better. 
The. yacht was now in sight, but moving rapidly south- 
wards, 

‘Tt made a quick getaway,’* Frank remarked. ‘^Won- 
der where it*s going.** 

While Joe bailed out the boat with a bucket from 
the locker, Frank continued his work on the engine 
and repaired it quickly. 

“Try the starter, Joe.” 

The engine roared into action. One danger was 
over, although it would still require skilful piloting 
to make the inlet. 

“I’m curious about that wallet,” Joe said as they 
ploughed along through the stormy sea. 

“I think I’ll count it,” Frank beamed his torch on 
the notes and thumbed through them. 

“How much?” Joe asked eagerly. 

“Two thousand dollars!” Frank exclaimed. “And 
not a mark of identification in the wallet.” 

Joe grinned. “We’ll have a fine time finding the 
owner.” 

“He might, not want to be found,” Frank said slowly. 
“Maybe it’s stolen money.” 

The boys continued to speculate about the wallet 
until they neared the mouth of the inlet. Then con- 
versation ceased while Joe put all his energy into the 
task of keeping the Sleuth on a straight course. 

Joe took a bearing on the blinker of the entrance 
buoy, and in five minutes the turbulent sea was 
behind them. 


THE WAILING SISEN MYSTERY 1 7 

. ‘‘Meat navigatiiigi” Frank- commented as he looked 
at the lights of Bayport twinkling in the distance. ■ 

When the Sleuth finally came to the Hardys’ boat- 
house, Joe cut the engine. Frank leaped out and secured- 
the line, 

■ Two men entered the side door of the boathouse. 
Frank recognized them as Detective Smuff and Patrol- 
man Gon Riley of the Bayport Police Department, • 

“Vvliere have you two been?” SmufF shouted. 

“Why? Were you looking for us? Anything wrong at 
home?” Frank asked. 

“No,” said Riley. “But see here, you’ve been lost. 
Didn’t you know it ?” 

“Who sent out the alarm for us?” Frank asked. 

“Your mother.” 

“Lock up, Joe, wliile I telephone home,” Frank 
directed. 

He ran down the street to a telephone Idosk. After 
telephoning Mrs Hardy that they were safe, he hurried 
back to Joe. Then the boys drove home in their 
convertible. 

Mrs Hardy flung open the front door and hugged 
her sons as tliey came in. She was a petite woman, 
with a pretty face and wavy hair. Frank and Joe bent 
down to kiss her. 

“Thank goodness you’re safe i” she exclaimed. 

“It was rough going for a while,” Joe said, putting 
an arm around his mother’s shoulders. “But we ran 
into what may turn out to be a big mystery.” 

“What was that? Another mystery?” The voice 
belonged to Aunt Gertrude, unmarried sister of Mr 
Plardy, who lived at their home. She came bustling 
down the staks. “Well, you keep out of it!” 
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Tall, angular Aunt Gertrude was a very energetic ^ 
■person. She felt that her ■chief mission in life waS' to 
protect her nephews- from tlie dangers involved in - 
their mysteries, especially when their father was away 
from home. . 

While the boys changed into dry clothes, Mrs Hardy 
prepared sandwiches and milk. As they ate. Aunt 
Gertrude plied them with questions. They told of their 
strange experiences during the storm — the yacht that 
had vanished so suddenly, the helicopter, the wailing 
siren and finally the wallet. 

Mrs Hardy and Aunt Gertrude gasped in amaze- 
ment. “Two thousand dollars!” 

“And it fell right out of the sky with no identifica- 
tion,” Frank explained. 

“Nothing good will come of this,” Aunt Gertrude 
predicted. “Get rid of it right away. Some cut-throat 
will come here to recover it.” 

“We’ll take the wallet and money to police head- 
quarters,” Frank said. 

The boys hurried to headquarters. Smuff and Riley 
were there, reporting to Police Chief Goilig about the 
safe return of the Hardys. 

When SmufF and Riley left, Frank handed the 
wallet to Goilig and told about the helicopter. *** 

The chief said he would send out a teletype notice 
of “a large sum of money found near Ba)q)ort,” and 
hope for a quick response. 

Curious to hear whether the message had brought 
forth any claimants, Frank telephoned Goilig after 
breakfast the next morning. There was no news. 

Joe suggested to Frank that they drive to Bayport 
Airport. On reaching the administration building there, 
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Frank asked the airport security - chief if any pilot had ^ 
mentioned losing anytliing from a plane the night be- 
fore, , . 

*%ast nights you say? Nobody was up in that storm.®® 
“We heard a helicopter.®® 

“It wasn’t from here,’® the man said. “And no one 
landed during the storm.®® 

: : The boys telephoned two other airports in the area 
and received the same answer. As the Hardys drove 
back to the cityy Frank said: 

. “It’s my guess the chopper was a private one.®® 
“That still doesn’t explain why the wallet fell out,®® 
Joe mused. “And it’s pretty certain the owner wouldn’t 
expect to recover the money from the sea. What do 
you think we ought to do about it?” 

■ "T think we should put an ad in the newspaper,” 
Frank replied. “Let’s stop at the Mews on the way 
home.” 

When they reached the ofBce of the Bayport Mews, 
Frank filled out a form and handed it to the classified 
ad clerk. The advertisement read: 

Found: Viallet near Bayport. Contaim sum of 
money. Owner identify and write (f.E.D., Box 22, Mews 
Office, 


“I hope this lands the real owner,*’ Joe said on the 
v/ay home, “and not a lot of phonies.®’ 

The boys had just finished eating lunch w^hen they 
heard someone run up the front steps. A second later 
the doorbell rang frantically. 

Frank opened the door. The boys* overweight 
friend diet Morton raced in. From his flushed face 
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and heaving chest it was evident that he had riin a 
long distance. 

'' “Frank! Joel” he shouted. “YonVc got to help 
me quick!” 

“What’s the matter?” 

' “We’ve been robbed! Somebody stoic our track! 
All my uncle’s rihes were in it!” 


-r’ 


^ 3 ^ 

TeMtmie 


The Hardys learned that Chet had gone to the railway 
station in the farm track to pick up a box of high- 
,1. ^ powered rifles. The guns had been purchased by 

Tyler Mortoiij Chet's uncle and famous big-game 
hunter. 

“‘Uncle Ty's coming here in two weeks to get liis 
stuff for a trip to Africa," Chet explained. “But now 
his plans will be ruined. His guns are gone!" 

“How come? Where was the truck?" Frank asked, 

Chet said he had loaded the big box on to the 
truck and then had driven to the Wells Hardware 
Store to pick up a chest of tools for iiis father. 

“While I was at the store," Chet continued, “I 
picked out a lot of camping eqi!i]>mcnt I knew we 
would need for our trip," Sheepishly lie added, “I 
^ picked out a dandy canoe, too." 

“Did you pay for all this stuff?" Joe queried. 

“No. Charged it. I thought if you didn't like the 
stuff, I could return it." Ghct put his head ir* his 
hands and moaned, “If I don't get 'em back, Fil have 
to pay for ’em ail I" 

“Pretty tough," Frank remarked. “Then wixat 
happened?" 

“Everything was loaded into the back of the ti uck," 
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Gliet explained. *'I started to drive home. But I was 
hungry^ so I pulled , into the PineSj a roadside eating 
place. I only had .a.couple of sandwiches/’ the plump 
youth explained. “When. I went outside for the trucks 

it — it was gone.” 

“You left the keys in it?” Joe asked, frowning. 
“Yes.”. : „ 

“How long ago did this happen?” Frank asked. ' 

“Did you notilEy the police, Chet?” 

“No. I came right here.” 

Chet was so flustered he could not remember the 
licence number of the truck. Frank telephoned Chief 
Gollig to tell him what had happened. Then lie ran 
out of the house with Chet and Joe, and took the 
wheel of the boy’s convertible. 

“We’ll start from the Pines,” he said. 

There was silence for a few seconds, then Joe asked, 
“Why did you buy all that camping stuiF, Chet?” 

“We were talking about a trip, weren’t we?” 
“Nothing was definite.” 

“I know,” Chet admitted. 

"When they arrived at the restaurant, Chet showed 
the boys where the truck had been parked. 

“Are these marks in the mud from your tyres?” Joe 
asked. 

Chet nodded. “Yes. They’re plain enough, because 
those rear tyres were new.” 

The Hardys easily traced the tracks to the road, when 
they discovered that the truck had headed north. 

Frank continued along the road for nearly two miles, 
slowing down at each intersection to see if there were 
any tyi'e marks along the soft sides of the roadway. 

At a crossroads Frank stopped to look at some tyre 
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■prints Oil the left. After a. careM -exaimiiatioiij iie 
shouted: ■ 

see them! But say, another. car followed in the 
ti’iick^s tracks. Wonder if that means anything.’® 

Chet was not listening.. “Gome on!” he shouted. 

They hopped into the car and followed the country 
road. The double tracks continued for some distance; 
tlien the boys saw only one set of tyre marks. 

**Now what?” Frank asked, perplexed. 

Joe jumped out. Reason told him the truck had 
turned off, but where? There was no side road. 

In a moment Joe began tearing at some bushes 
along the road. His trained eye had noted they were 
wilting; probably tom up a short time before and piled 
there as a screen. 

“Look!” he shouted, pulling the bushes away. 

A forest road, which had not been used for years, 
forked from the side road. Weeds between the logs 
clearly showed the two crushed trails that the wheels 
had made. 

“Wait here,” said Joe. 

He disappeared into the woods, but returned in a 
couple of minutes. 

“I found your truck, Chet,” he said. 

“Hooray!” Chet shouted. “Gee, that’s super! Now 
Uncle Ty can go to Africa and we can take that 
camping trip!” 

“The truck is empty!” 

“Oh, no !” Chet’s jaw dropped. 

Frank had an idea. “I believe the driver of the other 
car was a pal of the truck thief. They must have known 
about this forest road where they could work without 
being seen.” 
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“And loaded the guns, tools and camping stuff into . 
the car and drove off,’’ Joe said. “A stolen truck’s hard 

to get rid of, but loot isn’t,” 

“What about the canoe?” Frank asked. 

“It could have been fastened to the roof. A lot of ■ 
cars have roof racks, you know,” Joe replied. 

, Chet was distressed, A truck thief was bad enough, 
but going after two men with rifles in tlieir possession 
was more than he had bargained for. 

“I guess we’d better let the police handle this,” lie 
said. 

“What! Let those thieves get away now, when we’re % 
on their trail!” Joe protested. “I’ll back the truck out,” 
he offered, “and then we’ll go after ’em!” 

With Chet’s help he manoeuvred the truck on to 
tlie side road, then followed Frank and Chet for a mile 
and a half. During the ride Chet was told about the 
wallet the Hardys had found. 

“Wow!” Chet exclaimed. “Two thousand dollars!” 
Frank stopped suddenly. Behind him Joe pulled up 
in the truck and jumped out. 

“Trail end?” he asked. 

“No, But the car stopped here,” Frank replied. 
“See these marks?” 

“You’ve got good eyesight to catch that,” Joe said. ^ 
The Hardys concluded that the loot might have 
been carried into the woods at this point. Bushes were 
beaten down here and there, and near the edge of a 
brook footprints were clearly visible. The boys searched 
up- and downstream, but no further trace of the thieves 
could be found. 

“No point in going any deeper in the woods,” Frank 
said. “We’re only guessing that the stolen stuff is here. 
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I-- Anyway, this is North Woods-.** ■ He winked at-- Joe.' 
You know what that means.** 

Chefs eyes bulged. “You mean the place where? 
people say they’ve heard wild dogs ?” 

■ “The same.” Frank nodded. “And a wild dog can be 
nasty.” 

“I don’t want to meet any of ’em,” Chet said. 

“Not even to get the stolen stuff back?” 

“Let the police find it,” Chet advised. “And if they 
don’t . . . Say, you fellows got all that money. How 
about letting me have some of it to pay for the stolen 
# rifles and everything?” 

“Not on your life,” Joe replied, laughing. “It 
doesn’t belong to us.” 

Chet groaned. He realized now that it had been a 
mistake to order the camping equipment without the 
Hardys* agreement. Too often in his life he had made 
similar mistakes and had had to pay for them with hard 
work, to which he was allergic. 

The Hardys returned to their car. This time Chet 
drove the truck. Twenty minutes later they came to the 
main road, Black Horse Pike, where they lost the trail. 

“We’d better report that we found the truck,” Frank 
said as he headed back to Bayport. 

'** A couple of miles farther on they came to a State 
Police substation. Frank went in. After telling the desk 
sergeant of the recoveiy of the truck, he reported that a 
box of valuable big-game rifl es, a set of tools, a canoe and 
other camping equipment had been removed from it. 

The sergeant, a tall, broad-shouldered man, frowned. 
“'High-powered rifles are dangerous weapons in the 
hands of criminals,” he said. “We’ll make a careful 
search right away.” 
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®‘TiiankSj” Frank said and went outside. Then Chet 
said goodbye to the brothers and drove off. 

When the Hardys arrived homcj they found their 
friends Biff Hooper and Tony Prito waiting. Biff was a 
taE, lanky boy whose chief delight was Ills second- 
hand jeep. Tony, olive-skinned and dark-eyed, coiiM 
nsnaly be found on Barmet Bay racing his BrigM-rcd 
motor-boat the Napoli, 

fellows!” Joe called out. 

*‘What about our camping trip?” Biff asked. ®®Made 
any plans?” 

‘T think we ought to postpone the long trip we had in 
mind,” Frank said. “Let’s go to North Woods this 
weekend instead.” He told them about the theft of 
Mr Morton’s truck and the things in it. 

“You mean you want us to search North Woods for 
the rifles and other stuff?” Tony asked. 

*‘That’s right.” 

“If there’s anything to those stories about wid dogs 
out there, we’d better not take any chances,” Biff 
suggested. 

“I don’t tliink there’s an>>thing to the rumour,” 
Tony scoffed. 

After mapping plans for the weekend trip. Biff 
and Tony left. Then Joe telephoned Chet. He whistled 
in alarm at the thought of going into North Woods. 

“Okay, if you don’t want to go,” said Joe. “But it’s 
your stuff that was stolen. What are you going to tell 
your uncle?” 

“You win.” Chet sighed. “I’ll go.” 

After an early supper Joe busied Hmself getting out 
their sleeping bags, Frank hurried downtown to the 
newspaper office. There was a remote chance, he 
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tliottglitj, that somebody already 'had answered . the , ad 
■about the;. mysteriom: W 

The clerk on duty, 'a school friend who worked there 
ill the eveningSj handed Frank 'an envelope. 

stranger left this in your box a few minutes ago.” 
Frank tore it open eagerly. Then he frowned. The 
message was brief and mystifying. 

Don't give the money to anyone until you hear from me 

again. , , 

The strange note was signed “Rainy Night”. 
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“What did the man look like, Ken?” Frank asked 
excitedly. 

The clerk grinned. “Another Hardy mystery, 111 
bet Weil, the fellow was short and dark. Had a slight 
limp. Wore dark glasses.” 

Frank suspected the stranger might have worn the 
glasses as a partial disguise. “Did you notice anything 
special about them?” he asked, 

Ken shook his head, then a second later said, “A 
piece of the frame was broken off.” 

“Wliicheye?” 

“Listen, Frank, I’m no detective.” 

“Think!” Frank insisted. “Ifs important.” 

“Okay, teacher. I think it was the left eye,” he said 
slowly as he tried to remember. 

“That’s swell. Thanks, Ken. It will help a lot.” 

“Want me to call tlie police if he returns?” the clerk 
asked. 

“Fm sure that won’t be necessary. Something tells 
" me that man won’t show up here again.” 

Frank said this loud enough to be heard by several 
people standing near the counter. Out of the corner of 
his eye, he watched for any sign of interest, in case the 
mysterious fellow with the dark glasses might have a 

28 
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pal posted to watch 'for the person who had' placed Ae 
. ad. A man. who had his back turned seemed to ■ be. 
.listening. , 

,. “Somebody ought to follow him,” Frank thought. , 

. Moving quietly .to a telephone booth at one' end; of 
: the office, he dialled Ms home. Joe answered. ' ' 

“Frank, 'what’^s up?” 

“Ihn. at the Mews office. A strange note was left for 
us, I think that the man who wrote it or a pa! of his may 
try to follow me. Gome down and watch, will you?” 
“Right.” ■ " 

Frank stepped from the booth and resumed his con- 
versation witli his friend Ken. A few minutes later he 
saw Joe walk past tlie door. Shortly afterwards, Frank 
said good night to the clerk and ambled out. 

A woman who had been thumbing thi’ough some 
back issues in the newspaper file immediately started 
after Frank. She wore a hat which shaded her face most 
effectively, so that Frank could not distinguish her 
■ ' features. 

Frank lingered a moment in front of the building to 
look at some photographs in the display window. The 
woman crossed the street and went into a shop. 

As Frank started on, a tali fair-haired man, intently 
^ reading a newspaper which partially concealed his face, 
emerged from the shop, 

Frank saw Joe’s reflection in a window across the 
street. Joe was following him at a discreet distance. 
Frank tried to act as though he was unhurried. The 
man, looking up from his newspaper, but keeping his 
face turned as if still looking in the shop windows, 
followed at the same pace. 

Frank walked faster. So did the man. A few moments 
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later Frank looked back. To his dismay^ he saw that the 
woman was now following Joe ! 

Fraiilc turned from South Street into Market Street. 
Glancing over' his- shoulder a few seconds laterj he 
noticed that no one else had rounded the comer. He 
retraced Ms steps, gazing here and there on the pave- 
ment as if he had dropped something. Joe, the man and 
the woman had vanished. 

Frank peered down side streets and through open 
doorways. There was no sign of any of them. He vv^as 
just beginning to feel worried, when far down the 
street he saw Joe wave at him. 

Frank halted while Joe caught up. ‘'Where’d they 
go?’’ Frank asked. “And where have you been?” 

“Chasing ’em.” 

Joe reported that he had heard a whistle behind him. 
Turning, he had seen the woman. Both she and the 
man had ducked into a lane and disappeared. 

“Sure seems as if they’re working together,” Frank 
commented, “I wonder if they’ve stopped following us.” 

“Let’s hope so,” said Joe. “Too bad I didn’t get a 
good look at that man’s face.” 

His brother nodded. “If those people are after the 
two thousand dollars we found, they’ll try something 
else to learn who has it.” 

“Maybe I was stupid to signal you,” Joe said. “That 
man and woman are probably watching us.” 

The Hai'dys decided to separate and take zigz^ig 
routes home to throw any possible pursuers off the 
track. Fifteen minutes later they reached the house. 
For nearly an hour they discussed the affair with their 
mother and aunt. 

“It’s a good thing you lost those nasty creatmes,” 
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Aunt Gertrude declared. ‘“'Why, they might have 
murdered us all in our beds! And to no avail, either, 
with the money locked up at police headquarters.’’ 

Next moming, as the. boys -were eating breakfast. 
Aunt Gertrude, who had . been out for an early-morning 
ivalt, bustled into the house. 

“Look at this!” sheened, “I found these glasses under 
the living-room window. They don’t belong to us. 
Somebody must have been looking in and dropped 
them, Someobdy has been sp^-dng on our house!” 

“The man at the newspaper office!” Joe exclaimed, 

“Let’s see ’em,” Frank asked. 

A piece had been broken out of the left side of the 
frame ! 

“Our man, all right, Joe,” he said, “We were 
followed, sure enough. Aunt Gertrude, what window 
was he looking in?” 

She led the way to the far window which opened 
into the living-room. Both boys began an examination 
of the spot. Finding no visible clues, Joe went for a 
magnifying glass. With it he spotted fresh fingerprints 
on the window sill. 

“We’d better photograph these pronto,” he said, 
and went to the boys’ laboratory for the equipment, 

Mr tiardy had taught his sons the latest method of 
using powder, camera and developers. In a few minutes 
the fingerprints of the mysterious prowler were re- 
corded. Frank and Joe hurried to Chief Gollig with 
them. They told the chief of their adventure of the 
evening before and requested that the prints be 
identified. 

The result was disappointing. The fingerprints did 
not belong to any wanted well-known criminalj 
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nor to any local person with a police record. i 

“Fll send tliese prints along to the FBI in Washing- 
ton if you want me to,” Collig said, 

“No, thanks,” said Frank, “We*ll wait til! Dad 
comes back.” 

:■ ■ Upon reaching home, the boys looked for matching 
fingerprints on the frames of the glasses. But iei- > 
fortunately the only clear ones were Aunt Gertrude’s, 

The glasses were placed on a shelf in the laboratory 
mBxkcd Visible Evideme. 

On their way upstairs the boys met their mother. 

“Do you suppose that snooper will come again?” she ^ 
asked anxiously. “Oh dear! I wish your father were 
home!” 

“Don’t worry, Mother,” Frank said quickly. “I 
think the fellow wanted to find out if we had the 
money at home. He probably overheard us talking and 
learned it’s at police headquarters.” 

That afternoon Frank and Joe dropped into the Mews 
office. There were four letters for them but none had 
any bearing on their case. Each one named a smaller 
sum of money and obviously referred to some other 
loss. 

“Well, we haven’t found the owner of the two 
thousand yet,” Frank said. “Nov/ I’m convinced,” 

“Of what?” 

“The money really was stolen. That’s wiiy the 
person who lost it won’t openly claim it.” 

“Fli bet you’re right, Frank,” Ms brother said. “So 
we can expect more trouble.” 

“Exactly.” ■■ 


They agi’eed not to mention their concern to Mrs 
Hardy or Aunt Gertrude. There was no nc<id to 



THE WAILING- SIREN MYSTERY 33 

frighten them,. During the leisurely -evening meal they 
disGiissed various other matters, including the evemng/ 
baseball game they planned to attend, also the trip to 
North Woods. 

“How is Gallie ?” Mrs Hardy asked, smiling at Frank, 
who was taldng the girl to the game. 

“All right, I guess,*® he answered, “I haven®t talked 
to her since yesterday.** 

“Tsk, tskr* Joe spoke up. “Such neglect f* 

“Cut it,*’ Frank begged. “And you’d better get busy 
soon, Joe, or lola will go with someone else.” 

Joe glanced at the clock. He barely had time to drive 
out to the Morton farm to pick up Chet’s sister lola. 
Excusing himself, he left the table. 

“See you there in thi'ee-quarters of an hour, Frank/® 
he called. 

Frank set off on foot thirty minutes later. Callie’s 
house was not far from the Hardy house and was on the 
way to the ball field. The sun had set, and a cool even- 
ing breeze stirred the leaves of the big trees which 
shaded the avenue. 

The boy was deep in thought about the mysteiy 
which he and Joe had stumbled upon. Would they 
hear again from the letter-writer who signed himself 
Rainy Night? 

Reaching a woodtid section where the houses were 
far apart, he heard a slight rustic behind a hedge. 
Almost immediately, a dark figure came hurtling over 
the evergreen hedge. Before Fi'ank could dodge, the 
man had flung himself upon him in a diving tackle, 

Frank was blindfolded and gagged before he could 
defend himself or cry out. Flis head was still spinning 
when he became aware of another man on the scene* 
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“Yo'u got Mmj ' ehF -GoGdP : 

**Wliat ROW ?” asked- the second man, 

“Into the Gar.” - . 

Four hands dragged Frank along the groimd a,»-d 


hea¥ed him on to the floor in the back of carl 
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Joe Hardy, meanwhile, drove happily along the road 
towards the Morton farm. The prospect of a good 
game pleased him, especially since he was to see it with 
lola. lola was a slim as her brother was chubby, but she 
had the same kind of tilted nose and twinkling eyes. 
Glossy black hair fell softly to her shoulders. 

It was not long before Joe drew up outside the Mor» 
ton house. lola and Chet came out to meet him. 

. “Ready for some grand-slam homers?’’ Joe asked. 

“I’ll settle for a couple of triple plays,” lola replied, 
dimpling, 

“Let’s go,” Joe said, “We’ll save you a scat, Chet. 
Frank’s taking Gallie.” 

Soon they were on the outskirts of the field, Joe 
parked the car, bought two tickets and found seats. 

“I thought Frank and Gallie would be here by this 
time,” Joe said, looking round. “We’ll hold three scats 
as long as we can,”' 

The Oalanont Blues trotted on to the field for their 
warm-up. After they had batted a few times and chased 
a few balls, the Bayport Bears took their place. Still 
Frank and Gallie had not turned up. 

“I don’t like this,” Joe said, beginning to feel un- 
easy. , ■ ■■■ 
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lola touched his arm. “Don’t worry,” she said. 
“Maybe they wanted to sit by themselves.” 

Joe knew Frank would not do this without telling 
Mm. He kept scanning the faces of new arrivals. Finally 
he spotted Chet and waved him over to where they were 
^sitting. - 

“Hiya, kids!” Chet bubbled. “Glad you saved a 
seat for me. Say, where are the others?” 

“They haven’t arrived,” Joe said. 

He tried not to appear anxious, but tlie strange 
happenings of the past two days made him appre- 
hensive. Joe could not keep his mind on the game. 

“Fm going to phone and see if I can find out what 
happened to Frank and Caliie,” he said. “lola, you 
wait here with Chet,” 

He hurried to a telephone kiosk and dialled the 
Shaw’s number. Caliie answered, 

“Is Frank there?” 

“No, Joe. And I haven’t heard from him. Has some- 
thing happened?” 

“I hope not,” Joe replied tersely. “Caliie, I can’t 
understand this. Will you stay where you are until you 
hear from me again?” 

The gasp on the other end of the line told Joe that 
Galiie’s concern was as deep as his own. 

“I’ll let you know as soon as I find out anything,”' 
Joe promised. 

He hung up and then quickly telephoned home. 
Aunt Gertrude said Frank had left the house thirty 
minutes after Joe. 

Joe went for tiie car and drove to Galiie’s house. 
From there he walked over the route, now dark, 
which he thought Frank would have taken, but 
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reached home 'without finding his brother.- 

“FJl get a torch and look again/’ Joe said to Ifimsclf’ 
as lie unlocked the front door, . ■ ■ 

Mrs Hardy and Aunt Gertrude 'were startled to see 
Joe and immediately shared his worries, 

“We’ll all look/’ said Mrs Hardy, 

Aunt Gertrude grabbed a walking-stick from tlu‘ hall 
ciipboarci “FIl beat the daylights out of anyone who 
has laid a hand on Frank!” she vowed. ■ 

The three hurried from the house and walked slowly 
along the street to Gallie’s. Joe led the way, llashing his 
- light from side to side. When they reached the wooded . 
section, Joe bent down. Signs of a struggle were 
apparent to his trained eyes. Then lie saw something 
tliat sent a spasm of fear to the pit of his stomach. 
Frank’s initialled handkerchief! 

There was no doubt now that somebody had 
ambushed Frank, 

Two lines that looked as though they had Iw'm 
made by dragging sImic: heels led l:(» the kcrh, 'Fhe 
torch revealed oil stains on the street indicating I hat a 
car had stood in the lonely sp()t ibr some thuc before 
being driven off. 

Mrs Hardy began to tremble. “Oh, my boy,, uiy 
' boy!” she said. “How can we iiitd jiiin?” 

Aunt Gertrude kt:pt her emotions under 
^“We’li go home and get the police luisy at once, Joe, 
you run ahead arid phone them.” 

The boy reached the Hardy house just as a hilL dis- 
tinguished-looking man wiis striding up the fr(.>nl {judi. 
In one hand he carried a travelling-bag, in the otimr a 
bulging briefcase. 

“Dad!” 
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Mr Hardy turned to greet his son. His keen dais, 
eyes caught the look of alarm in Joe’s face. 

“Dad, we’re afraid Frank’s been kidnapped!” 

- .. ‘‘Easy, son. Gome inside and give me all the ikcts.” 

: Joe was telling his father of the recent mystcrioLis 
happenings when his mother and aunt came hurrying 
into the living-room. Greetings were brief and Kirs 
Hardy became calmer now that her husband was home. 
Joe continued his story. The detective paced the floor 
as he listened, while Mrs Hardy and Aunt Gertrude sat 
by, their faces reflecting their anxiety. 

As Joe finished, there was a rap on the door. In 
rushed Chet and lola. 

“Where’s Frank?” lola cried. “I just couldn’t watch 
the game any longer. We phoned Gallic. I . , 

The telephone rang. Mr Hardy picked it up. 

“Hello. Fenton Hardy speaking,” 

“This is Rainy Night. We have your son, Hardy,” 
a man’s steely voice came over the wire, “Send us ten 
thousand dollars in fifty-doilar notes if you want him 
back alive.” 

Though alarmed, the detective’s jaw tensed with 
anger. His voice was razor-sharp as he answered, 
“Whoever you are, I want to remind you that there’s a 
law against kidnapping,” 

“Keep the police out of this,” came the cool reply. 

“Release that boy immediately,” Mr Hardy said as 
everybody in the room stood electrified, 

“Not til! you pay!” 

Mr Hardy, though exasperated, was worried. His 
bluff had not worked. “Where shall we pay you the 
money?” 

“You will know that in the morning. Have the 
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cash ready by eight-thirty.*’ The receiver clicked. 

Then Mr Hardy told his wife- and son that the man 
on the phone had demanded a ransom for the delivery 
of Frank, 

“Don’t any of yon mention this until I give the 
word,” Mr Hardy warned. *Tt may mean Frank’s life 
if we’re not careful.” 

In trembling anxiety Chet and lola went home, 
pledged to keep the secret. Then Joe telephoned to 
Cailic, telling her not to worry, and saying he would 
pick up his car in the morning. 

Sleep came fitfully to all in the Hardy house. In the 
morning they showed the strain of a night of anguish. 

WHie they were listlessly eating breakfast, the door- 
bell rang. It was exactly eight o’clock. Joe rushed to 
answer. A postman stood on the step, holding a cage 
partially wrapped in canvas and containing two 
pigeons. 

“Who sent these ?” Joe asked in surprise. 

The man glanced at the label. “Gemini Bird’s his 
name.” ■ ■ 

“What a phoney I” Joe exclaimed. “That means twin 
bird!” 

Joe signed for the birds and carried the cage into the 
living-room. The other Hardys rushed from the dining- 
room, 

“What in creation!” Aunt Gertrude exclaimed. 

Mrs Hardy looked at her husband for an explanation. 
“So this is the way the ransom money is to be de- 
livered,” the detective said. 

Joe looked at the pigeons’ legs. “They’re not 
banded,” he remarked. “Homing pigeons are usually 
numbered, aren’t they. Dad?” 
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person Is bdiind tliis move/* 
Mr Hardy said grimly. “These pigeons will fly stmlflifc 
to the culprits who kidnapped Frank, and well mvar 
fad who they are. But/* the detective added with 
setjawj ni fad a way to trap them!” 



TaMinff a Pigeam 


Gonsgioxjsness rushed back into Frank’s brain. He was 
aware of a distant bell tolling eight o’clock. Was it 
morning or evening? He could see nothing because of 
the blindfold fastened tightly round his head. 

The boy’s ankles were tied, his wrists bound behind 
him, and the gag was still in his mouth. Now memory 
returned. Mter he had been attacked and thrown into 
die car, a gruff voice had said: 

“Easy now. This kid’s worth ten thousand.” A long 
journey had followed. The car had stopped and the 
boy had been carried into a house. 

The last wox'ds he had heard were, “That should 
hold Iiim overt” A needle had punctured his arm. Then 
he had blacked out. 

How long he had lain in the darkness Frank did not 
know. His whole body ached from the tight cords with 
which his wrists ajid ankles were bound. What day was 
it? he wondered. 

With every ounce of effort, Frank rolled over and over 
on the earthen floor until he liit a wall. Rubbing his 
head against it, he was able to slip off the blindfold. By 
the daylight coming tlirough a dirty window high 
above him, Frank realized he was in a cellar. 

On the floor near him lay a piece of broken pipe. 
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Frank wiggled across:- the dirty cellar floor. After a 
great deal of painful manoeuvring he was able to bring 
his wrist cords in contact with the jagged edge of the 
broken drainpipe. ' 

The pipe rolled away, and the boy had to wedge it 
■ between the floor and the wall before he could saw the 
rope back and forth across the rusty edge of the pipe. 
The effort was painful and exhausting. But at last the 
rope parted and his hands were free. Qiuckly he 
loosened his gag, and untied the rope that bound his 
ankles. He rose and walked about to stretch his cramped 
muscles. 

The house was silent. Were the thugs upstairs, ready 
to deal with him further? 

There w'as no door leading to the outside, so Frank 
noiselessly lifted the window, fastening it with a rusty 
hook. He sprang upwards, at the same time thrusting 
his head out of the window and putting his weight on 
his elbows. Nobody was in sight. 

Digging his toes against the cellar w^all, Frank cau- 
tiously wormed his way through the low window. 
Weather-beaten shutters hung grotesquely from wdiat 
obviously was a farmhouse, and the front door stood 
open on a broken hinge. The place seemed to be 
deserted, 

Frank looked around and tried to get his bearings. 
To the north wtis a w^ooded mountain with a dip in the 
peak. Recognizing the mountaintop formation, he 
decided that the farm must be located on the same road 
off w^hich they had found Chet’s abandoned truck- - 
only farther from town. 

‘“Those bh'ds must know this territory well,” he 
thought. 
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■ Rememberirig another farmhouse a miie or so in the 
direction of Black Horse Pike, Frank set off. He was 
faint fi-om hunger and the drug, but he kept on« As he 
plodded up the lane, the farmer’s, wife saw him coming- 
arid opened the door. She surveyed the dishevelled boy 
sceptically. ■ 

“May I use your telephone?” he asked, “I’m Frank 
Hardy, and I want to ring Bayport.” 

On heai'ing the name Hardy, the woman readily 
consented. Frank put his call through. As he waited, he 
noticed that the hands on a clock on tlie mantelpiece 
stood at eight twenty-five. 

Mr Hardy answered. “Frank? ... Is this you? ... 
Hold on a second.” His voice boomed into the distance, 
“Don’t let that pigeon go !” 

Frank was perplexed. He could hear sounds of the 
detective returning to tlie telephone. 

“Are you all right, Frank?” Mr Hardy asked. 

“I’m fine, Dad,” Frank replied. “I got aw'ay. Will 
you pick me up on Black Horse Pike? I’ll walk there, 
Fm calling from a farm on the North Woods road.” 

Joe was listening, too. “We’li burn up the tyi'es !” he 
shouted, 

Frank hung up, thanked the woman, and paid her 
for the call. She insisted that he sit down in the kitchen 
and have some rolls and milk, which he accepted grate- 
fully. His feeling of weakness and dizziness was rapidly 

disappearing. 

“is dial old farmhouse down the road deserted ?” he 
asked, pointing in the direction where he had spent tlie 

night. 

“Yes, ’tis,” she replied. “The old folks passed away 

and nobody wants the place.” 
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"Anybody been using it since they left ?” Frank asked ^ 
casually. 

The woman laughed. “That tiimblcclown place? 
Wlio^d want to stay there?’* 

“Tramps might~-or somebody looking for a hide- 
out.” 

The farm woman bristled. “Young man, we don’t 
tolerate no folks like that in this neighbourhood!” 

Frank could have pointed out the error in her con- 
tention, but he said nothing. Thanking her for her 
hospitality, he departed. He walked down the rough 
road to Black Horse Pike, where he sat down and waited m 
to be picked up. 

When Mr Hardy and Joe arrived in the detective’s 
car, there was an enthusiastic exchange of greetings, 
then a quick ride back to the Hardy house. On the 
way, Frank was told about the ransom demand and the 
pigeons that had arrived that morning. 

“I was just going to release one of the pigeons when 
you phoned,” Mr Haidy said. 

The boys’ mother and Aunt Gertrude wei'e over- 
joyed to see Frank safely home once more. They 
listened spellbound as he related all that had happened, 

“I wonder why they left you unguarded,” Joe said, 

“They probably thought the injection m'-ould make 
me sleep longer than I did.” 

“Those men may return again,” Mr Hardy re- 
marked. “We’ll notify the police to post a guard at die 
old farmhouse.” He reached for tlie teiephone, 

“And a guard for tliis house, too,” Aunt Gertrude 
demanded. 

It was midday when they received a return call froni, 
the police saying that the deserted house had been 
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watched constantly but that nobody had come there 
yet 

“Dad,” said Franks ®*what would you think of our 
releasing one of the pigeons and following it to the 
Mdiiappers’ h.ideout ?” 

“You must have been reading my mindj son. Gall 
the airport and charter a plane. Joe, you get our . 
binoculars.” 

The detective and his sons set off for the airport with 
one of the pigeons in the cage. They were greeted at the 
, Ace Air Service by Jack Wayne, a young pilot whom 
they knew well. 

“Where would you like me to take you?” he asked 
genially. 

“That depends upon this pigeon,” Mr Hardy 
answered, and quickly explained their plan. 

“Fve chased the enemy many a time.” The pilot 
laughed. “But this is my first time chasing a bird!” ■ ■ 

“Well let the pigeon out at a thousand feet,” Mr 
Hardy said. 

When they reached that altitude, Joe released the 
bird. It flew away from the plane and began circling to 
orientate itself. 

The pilot kept right behind the bird, flying the craft 
round and round in ever-widening circles. 

Joe kept his binoculars trained on tlie pigeon. 
Finally the bird found its bearings and flew straight 
towards tlie south. 

After an hour of steady flying, the pilot turned to 
Mr Hardy. “How far do you: want to follow it, sir?” . 

“Until your fuefs low.” 

The detective and his sons conferred on the situation. 
There was no telling how far the pigeon would fly. The. 
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foe! supply of tlie plane might he exhausted long before 
the bird landed* 

”On€ thing is certain,” Frank said. **The thugs who 
kidnapped nae have pals in some other part of the 
country.” 

Twenty minutes later the pilot said he would have to 
return to the airport because someone else had char» 
tered a flight. 

After they had returned to Bayport and paid the pilots 
the Hardys drove home, disappointed that their 
mission had been fruitless. 

“Dad, what is this new case you are working on in 
Washington?” Joe asked presently, “Gan you let us in 
on it?” 

Mr Hardy looked searchingly at his sons. *Tt*s a top- 
secret assignment,” he said, “but I know I can trust you 
not to say anything.” 

Witli rapt attention, Frank and Joe listened while 
the famous detective unfolded a tale of foreign in- 
trigue. United States currency was being stolen in 
various Central and South American countries. It was 
suspected the money was being used to cany out some 
nefarious schemes. What these were had not yet been 
discovered. 

“I’m working with the FBI on the United States end 
of the case,” Mr Hardy said. “Other investigators are 
operating in the foreign countries.” 

“Sounds exciting,” Joe commented. “You have no 
Idea what the thieves are using the money for ?” 

“Not yet. But we think it is being spent in the 
United States.” 

“Is the money being smuggled in across the border?’® 
Frank asked. 
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“We don’t know yet.” 

“It could be by boat or plane, tben T* 

■. “Yes.” 

Frank and Joe looked at each ■otiier. Had their i’ind 
of two thousand dollars anything, to do with their 
father’s case? 
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A Suspicious Salesmm 


*^Dad, could it be possible we’re working on the same 
case ?” Joe asked. 

*'ril know better wlien I see the notes you found. 

I have the serial numbers of some of the stolen money.” 

“The two thousand is at police headquarters/’ 
Frank said. “Let’s go there now.” 

Frank drove the car and stopped at Bayport Police 
Headquarters. The Hardys went in, 

“Fm glad you got away from those thugs/’ Cluef 
Collig said to Frank. 

“So am I.” The youth grinned, then sobered. “Any 
news of Chet Morton’s stolen stuff?” 

The chief said he was sorry to report that there was 
not a trace of it so far. “But Fm certain it’s not in Bay- 
port/* he added quickly. 

Frank and Joe were not so sure, 

“If the loot’s in the country, the State Police wdll “ 
probably find it soon,” Collig assured them, 

“I hope so,” said Frank, and explamed the reason 
for their call. 

Collig opened the safe and took out the wallet, which 
he placed on a table. Mr Hardy withdrew the notes 
and very slowly began to count them aloud. Frank 
noticed his father’s eyes scanning the printing as he 
flipped the notes over. 

50 
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“That^s two tlioiisand, all- right,”' the detective te- 
marked. He handed it back to. the chief. ' 

“I could have told you' that,” Gollig said with a 
frown. He had expected more than this from the great 
. detective. , ’ ' 

Mr Hardy thanked the officer for his co-operatioii, 
then he and his sons returned to their car. 

”Find out anything ?” Joe asked eagerly. 

*'Yes, One of those hundred-dollar bills had a serial 
number we’re looking for! We three are in tliis to- 
■ gether,” Mr Hardy said with a smile of satisfaction. 

‘'Couldn’t be better!” Joe shouted enthusiastically. 

’ “Look out, Rainy Night, here comes the Hardys!” 

When they reached home, Aunt Gertrude was 
reading the evening edition of the Bayport JVews on the 
front porch, 

“Look at this!” she cried out, waving the newspaper 
in front of them. “ ‘Hardy Boy Captured, Released by 
Thugs.’ Why do newspapers get everything mixed up? 
Frank got away by himself! FU write to that editor!” 

The boys were amused as well as pleased at their 
aunt’s loyalty. Even though she objected to their work- 
ing on mystery cases, she was always secretly proud of 
their exploits and wanted no one else to be given any 
credit for their achievements. 

The story went on to say that Frank was safe and that 
the authorities were looking for the kidnappers. 

“Just the same,” Mrs Hardy spoke up, “I’d feel 
better if those awful men didn’t know where Frank and 
.Joe are.” , ■ 

“You have a good point,” her husband agreed. 
“Boys, why not go on that camping trip you were talk- 
ing about?” 
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His SOM grinned. “We planned to go to Nortli 
Woods tMs weekend and hunt for Chet’s stolen stuff” 

“Excellent idea,” his : father said, “Combine work 
vdth pleasure.” 

' “Nortli Woods,”' 'Aunt Gerti'ude snorted, “is full of 
wild dogs I You boys must be out of your minds, 

■ “The stories about the dogs are only rumours,” 
Frank reminded her. 

Mr Hardy suggested that it was possible someone 
had started the rumour to keep intruders away from the 
area. He warned his sons to be on guard. 

The boys® mother announced a new worry. Her sons 
might be followed into the wilderness by the kid- 
nappers. 

“Why not try leaving here without letting anyone 
see you?” she suggested. “Stay at Chet’s house tonight 
and start from there in the early morning,” 

Frank and Joe liked their mother’s plan. They 
telephoned Chet, and also Biff Hooper and Tony Prito, 
The two latter promised to meet them at the Morton 
farm right after breaklast. 

“Chet sure sounded low,” Frank commented. “I 
guess his dad and uncle were pretty sore when dney 
heard what happened.” 

“lola told me he’s got to work on the farm all 
summer long to pay for the stuff if it’s not found,” Joe 
said. 

Frank chuckled. “That’ll take off' the pounds.” 

Frank and Joe packed their equipment in the boot of 
Mr Hardy’s car. After dark they got in and lay on the 
floor at the back, then their father drove to the Mor- 
tons’. The boys did not show then' heads until they were 
at the farm. 
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“If anybody is looking for .us, ■. ■they won’t know ^ 
whether we’ve left the house or not,” Joe remarked. 

They unloaded the gear and the detective turned the 
car round. Wishing his sons good luck, he said he was 
going to Washington for further work on the stoleii- 
currency case. 

After a hearty breakfast the next morning, Ghet, 
Frank and Joe went out on to the porch to wait for BiS* 
and Tony. They had been sitting there only a few 
minutes when they saw a man, carrying a bulging bag, 
coming up the drive. He was fairly tall, had light- 
^l^oloured haii*, and slirewd-looking eyes. 

**I’m selling insect repellent,” the stranger began, 
“The most wonderful stuff in the world. Use it on the 
farm or any-vhere. Kills flies, moths, mosquitoes.” 

Chet became interested. “We could use some of that 
for our camping trip.” 

The man smiled, “Camping trip, eh? Then you’ll 
want a lot of my repellent. Plenty of fliies in the wooihi. 
Where you going?” 

“To North.. ” 

Joe’s elbow jabbed into his friend’s ribs. Ghet wa^ 
telling the stranger too much! 

“North — uh — uh — ^North Carolina. That is, some 
day,” Ghet stammered. 

“How much do you want?” the salesman asked. 

“'None, I guess,” Ghet replied glumly, embarrassed 
about the blunder he had made. 

“As you please,” the man said. 

He picked up his bag and walked down the drive. 
As he shuffled off towards the next farmhouse, Joe 
^^ ■ '.grasped Frank’s arm., ■. 

“I don’t like this,” he said. “If that man were a real 
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salcsraaRj he would have given us a high-pressure sales 
talk” ;■ ' 

®*Y<)uh’e right. He might have been the one who 
followed me from the Mews office. He’s al'joiit the same 
size and blond. That man' was sent here to learn some- 
thing, We*ll have to he 'mighty carefnl on our trip.” 

‘Tni only sorry Chet practically told Inni where we 
are goings” Joe declared. 

In a few minutes Biff Hooper and Tony Prito 
arrived. 

The boys were told about the new developments in 
the mystery and the recent episode of the pseudo- 
salesman. 

“Fve a hunch we’ll see him again,” Joe said, “He 
may even follow us to North Woods.” 

“We’il be ready for him,” Tony vowed. 

After piling their camping equipment in Chet’s car, 
the boys climbed in. The jalopy snorted and started off 
down the road. 

When they neared the North Woods area, Frank 
said, “Let’s park at the farmhouse where I made the 
telephone call. Then we can start the hike to the woods 
from there.” 

This agreed upon, Chet turned on to the lonely road. 
When they arrived at the farmhouse, the woman 
gladly let them leave the car behind the barn. The boys 
took out their gear and after a drink of cold water at 
the pump started their trek towards North Woods, 

As they passed the deserted house where Frank had 
been held captive, the boy’s spine tingled. Had the 
thugs planned to leave him there to die? he wondered. 
Or would they have freed him after the ransom had 
been collected? 
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The campers walked aaothesr milej then headed into 
the woods at the point where, they thought Chet’s 
stolen stuff might have been carried in. Upon reacMng 
-the stream where the snspecfs -footprints had endeds 
they stopped to confer ' on which way to proceed. The 
trees and- underbrush stretched for miles, wild and 
appaxentiy uninhabited, 

®®Well, you detectives,” Tony said, ** where in this 
j ungle did that thief go ?” 

Frank was sure they would have taken the path of 
least resistance into the forest. After all, the canoe 
-Would be an unwieldy thing to carry in dense wood- 
- iMid. 

®‘Okay,” Tony said with a grin, ®‘You find it,” 

The boys resumed the trek, with Frank and Joe in tire 
lead. After they had pressed forward for an hour, Ohet 
stopped and flung his pack to the ground. “Say, 
fellows, do you know where you’re going?” he puffed, 

**Sure,” said Frank. “In the direction the tliieves 
-took.”' 

“How do you know?” 

“By this,” Frank had just spotted what might be a 
clue. 

He bent down beside a rough rock, twice the size of 
a man’s head. Somebody apparently had stepped on it 
and slipped, making a deep heel impression in the moss 

beside it. 

Frank wMpped a magnifying glass from his pack and 
examined the rock. It revealed minute shreds of leather 
where the uneven surface of the boulder had caught the 

shoe. 

“I think we’re on the right track,” he said. “Come 
on, Chet.” 
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■ ' An hour later the boys stopped for liiiicli. Then after 
a : rest they moved on again, following a mountain 
stream. They were on the alert the rest of the aftemooHj 
but found no further evidence that the thieves had pre- 
ceded them. More than once the Hardys had to re- 
assure their friends that they were on the right track* 
It was the only route by which heavily laden men coiikl 
have penetrated the densely forested area. 

Finally they decided to make camp. Tony prepared 
a satisfying hot meal of beans and bacon. 

As the boys ate it, Chet gave a huge sigh, “Fni 
afraid that stolen stuff’s gone forever,” he said* “Listen, 
fellows, you haven’t any plans for the summer. How 
about giving me a hand at the farm to help pay for 
it?” 

“Never milked a cow in my life,” was Tony’s 
excuse. 

“Pitching hay makes me sneeze something awful,” 
said Biff. He shifted his long legs and yawned. 

“Doctor says bouncing on a tractor is bad for my 
heart,” Joe piped up. 

Chet refused to laugh, “Then you simply got to find 
that stuff!” he declared. 

“We?” Frank chortled. “We’re only helping you.” 

Chet punted, took an extra helping of beans, and 
announced he was hitting the sack early. Ail the boys, 
tired from their long ti'ek, crawled into their sleeping 
bags within half an hour after eating. 

In the middle of the night the campers all woke 
suddenly. Some noise had aroused them. They listened. 
In the distance an animal howled. 

But there had been another sound, too* 

A wailing siren i 


The MigM Pf&mier 


The campers sat bolt upright as the siren wailed again, 
its mournful tone fading in the distance. 

“That’s the same sound we heard over the ocean, 
_^Toel” Frank said in a hoarse whisper. 

"^instinctively both boys had looked up, associating 
the sound with a helicopter. But there was no aircraft 
overhead. 

“Hey, what’s up?” Chet called. 

The boys listened, but the mysterious wailing sound 
was not repeated. 

“You’re sure it was the same sound you heard just 
before you found the money?” Biff asked. 

“It sure was,” Joe declared. 

Propped on their elbows, the five boys speculated 
about the source of the noise and what might happen 
next. Suddenly the howling of the animal they had 
heard a few minutes before began again. It seemed to 
be nearer now. 

“It’s a wild dog I” Chet cried out. “He’s smelled us. 
He might bring his w^hoie pack here!” 

Biff suggested building a fii’e to frighten off the 

animal. ■ 

“But that’ll focus attention on us,” Frank objected. 
“If the siren has anything to do with the money, my 

kidnappers might spot us.” 
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The others agreed aad waited in the dark* Presently 
the howling animal became quieb so the boys settled 
themselves once more in their sleeping bags, 

■ The next morning while having breakfast^ they 
talked about die- disturbance of tlie previous night, . 

“Say, it*s- eight o’clock,” BifF interrupted, glancing 
at his watch. “Think I’ll listen to the news, ¥/e might 
learn something that will explain that siren.” 

He reached into his pack, dr ew out a transistor radio, 
and tuned in to the Bayport station. The voice of tlie 
announcer was excited, telling of the disappearance of 
a plane. The pilot. Jack Wayne, had taken oif from 
Bayport the night before. A short time later he had con- 
tacted the airport by radio. 

“Fm in trouble!” he had cried. “Hijackers!” 
Nothing more had been heard from him, 

“It’s thought he may have crashed in the sea or in 
the woodlands beyond Bayport,” the announcer said, 
“The Coast Guard has been alerted, and State Police 
have started a search.” 

The Hardys looked at each other, dismayed. Jack 
Wayne! The pilot who had taken them up only the day 
beforeyesterday. 

“If Wayne came down in these woods,” Frank said 
soberly, “I’m afraid he’s in bad shape.” 

The campers decided to combine looking for liirn 
with hunting for the articles stolen from the Morton 
truck. They listened to the rest of the broadcast while 
packing up, but there was no other news of particular 
interest to the boys. 

Frank and Joe suggested that they proceed in the 
direction from which the siren sound had come, and 
the five set off. As they scrambled along through the 
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dense thickets^ the boys talked about' the disturbing 
broadcast.^ 

“A stowaway might have knocked Wayne out/’ 
Frank suggested. “But you’ve given me. an idea* Gliet. 
Maybe Wayne didn’t crash. He may have been kid- 
napped!” 

Nevertheless, all the boys watched for .signs of an 
accident as they pressed deeper into the pathlesS' wood-' 
land. Talk ceased when they began ascending a rugged 
slope. Perspiration drenched their shirts by the time they 
reached the ridge. Chet was puffing, and Ins face was 
as red as a beetroot. 

“Let’s rest here awhile, fellows, and look over the 
valley, ” he suggested. 

“Maybe we can spot something if we climb one of the 
trees,” said Tony, 

He walked towards an old fir, which towered like a 
sentinel. 

' “Stand on my shoulders and catch the jBrst branch,” 
Biff offered. 

He leaned over to help him, and Tony soon was on 
his way up the tree. When lie reached the top he shaded 
his eyes with one hand. 

“Swell view,” he called. *T can see ail the way to the 
bay,” 

^*Any sign of Jack’s plane?” Joe called up. 

“Or the thieves who stole my stuff?” Chet shouted. 
The reply was negative to both questions, but Tony 
continued to gaze around him in every direction. 

Suddenly he cried out: 

“I see som.ething sliiny way off there.” He pointed 
deeper into the forest. “Maybe it’s part of die lost 
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The youth climbed down and led the way over 
swampy ground and through a tangle of larches in the 
direction of the gleaming object. After an lioiir^ Mkes 
he said; 

‘T guess Fve found it. It’s not a plane. It’s a pond.” 

llxe boys followed Tony through a clump of thick 
brush. Beyond it in the sun lay a good-sized body of 
water. 

**Oh, brother,” exclaimed Chet, “could I use a 
swim!” 

The other boys agreed and stripped off their clothes. 

“Race you across tlie pond, Frank,” Joe called, 
taking a shallow dive. 

He beat his brother to the far side by only one 
length. They pulled up on the bank and sat dowm. 

Frank, looking about him, noticed the remains of a 
campfire nearby. He got up and walked over to it. 
There were several backbones of fish. Someone had 
cooked and eaten there recently! 

“I wonder if it was one of the gang we’re after,” he 
said excitedly. “Say, here are some good footprints!” 

The young detectives tried to follow them, but the 
going was too painful on their bare feet. 

“Let’s come back when we have shoes on,” Joe 
suggested. 

They swam back to the other shore and reported 
their discovery.. 

“Now we’re getting somewhere,” said Chet, “But 
gosh, I’m awfully tired. Can’t we wait a bit before we 
chase that guy?” 

The Hardys offered to follow the trail of the foot- 
prints while die others did some fishing. Immediately 
after kmch Joe and Frank resumed their search for the 
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unknown fisherman. His marks were plainly visible in 
the soft groimd near tlie pondj but as- soon as the 
grew hard, they ended. ■ 

“bet's continue in the same direction,,” Frimit sug- 
gested. “The fellow may have a cabin up ahead.” 

They went on for a quarter of a mile but found noth- 
ing, and deckled that the man must have changed his 
course. Frank thought it might be a good idea jtbr all of 
tlie campers to remain near the pond for a while. 

“That man will probably come back,” he added. 

The Hardys rejoined their friends. At sunset they 
moved camp across the pond, out of sight of the 
stranger’s old campfire. 

The boys enjoyed Ibny’s catch of fish, then listened 
to the radio. There was no word of the missing Jack 
Wayne, the announcer said. Presently Chet began to 
yawn loudly, and all decided that it was time to turn in. 

“Don’t sleep too soundly,” Frank told his brother, 
“Keep one eye open for visitors.” 

Joe nodded. It was not long before die heavy breath- 
ing of the other three boys blended with the sounds of 
the woodland night. Frank and Joe dossed fitfully. 
An hour later Frank leaned over and nudged his 
.brother.' 

“I’m sure I heard footsteps,” he whispered, looldng 
around. “There they are again!” 

A slight sound of crackling underbrush came to their 
ears. Suddenly a light flashed. It was trained directly 
on the Hardy boys. 

“Who are you?” Frank shouted, struggling out of 
Ills sleeping bag and rousing the entire camp. 

There was no answer. The light went out and re- 
treating footsteps huxried off in to the woods. 
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■ Frank put on his shoes, grabbed his torch, und darted 
after the intruder. 

*‘Ghet, BifF,. Tony, watch camp! There may be 
others! Gome on, Joe!” he shouted, 

. One thing was certain. The stranger knew Ms way in 
the dark. Soon he was so far ahead of the boys that they 
could no longer hear his sin'inting footsteps. 

‘T hate to give up,” Frank said in disgust. “But we’d 
never find him now.” 

They turned back, wondering if the intruder had 
been one of the thieves they were after, or only some 
hermit who did not want his hideout to be discovered. 

Upon reaching camp, they found the others excited 
and worried. Biff had picked up a note the mysterious 
caller had dropped. It was evident that the purpose of 
his visit had been to leave a warning. The piece of dirty 
paper bore a message written in pencil: 

Get out of these woods. XoiCre in danger. 

“Maybe wc ought to leave.” Gliet said. 

The Hardys were convinced that the warning note 
proved that a person or persons in. North Woods did 
not want the boys around. Unless the writer had some- 
thing to hide, why would he object to their presence? 

“We’ll stay,” said Frank. 

“Let’s set up watches,” Joe suggested. 

Since it was already one o’clock, each was assigned 
an hour’s sentry duty. However, the rest of the night 
passed without incident. 

At six they all rose. Frank, who had been on watch 
the past hour, said he had discovered a narrow, clear 
siream near the pond. 
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®‘''Good driiiking watcfj** he said. 

Chet was sent olF with the canteens while the nchcrs 
prepared brealdiist. He had been gone only n few 
minutes when he let out a war whoop. 

The boys dashed in the direction frora which Chet’s 
shout had come. Chet was leaning far over the ccigi; of 
the baiikj, tugging at something which they could not 
see. ■ ' ■ ■ ■ 

The stout boy turned his head and motioned. “Come 
here^quick! Fve found the stolen canoe!” 
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4 Cty for Help 


Caught by a log half submerged in the stream and 
almost hidden by tail grasses at the water’'s edge^ 
floated a canoe* 

Are you sure it’s the same canoe?” Joe asked. 

Chet pointed to a deep nick in the varnished wood, 
saying Wells Hardware had knocked something off the 
original price because of the imperfection. 

“Maybe the other stolen stuff isn’t far away,” Joe 
said enthusiastically. 

“You mean the thief hid the canoe here?” Chet 
asked. 

“It might have drifted down the stream,” Joe sug- 
gested. “There aren’t any paddles in it,” 

“Let’s go up the river after breakfast and take a 
look,” said Frank. 

The Hardys fashioned two crude paddles. While 
Biff and Tony remained to watch the camp, the other 
three started up the river. Joe knelt in the bow and 
Frank in the stern. Chet sat down in the middle facing 
Frank. 

“Joe, you watch the left bank for signs of the 
thief,” Frank suggested as his crude paddle dipped 
into the shallow, rock-filled water, “I’ll take the 
right,” 
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“What about me?” diet queried, I look siny* 

where?” 

"YonVe ballast/* Joe needled. “All ytm ila is sit 

tight.” 

But Frank was more serious, “Wateh the rttar^ i llwt. 
See if anybody steps out oriikllng aftur we go pa#.” 

The thxrce boys proceeded slowly upstn^am. All eyes 
gti-ained for a glimpse of a luimaii being, a hug or any 
other place where the stolen rifles, tools and camp 
equipment might be hidden. 

For a long time there was sihmee except for tlic 
gurgling of the ripples round the rocks and the dipping 
of the paddles. 

Then. Joe let out a whistle. He pointed out a hut near 
the riverbank. 

“Let*s investigate it,” he said, resting his paddle. 

They landed and Cliiet held on to the canoe while 
Frank and Joe looked in the hut. A pair of hiking boots 
stood in one corner 

“TheyVe new,** Frank remarked as he examined 
them, “Say, ht;re's a long scratch.” llie shiny leather 
on the right one had been deeply marred, 

“The fellow who slipped on the rock in the woods!** 
Joe guessed. “I wonder where he is.*’ 

“One of us ought to hide here to see who comes for 
the shoes,” said Frank. “Suppose we all paddle ofl:^ so 
if he’s round here now, he won’t be suspicious. One of 
us can sneak back through the woods,” 

Joe volunteered. At a bend in the river, he hopped 
ashore and carefully retraced his way to the hut. 

Five, ten, fifteen minutes went by. Merely sitting and 
waiting behind a large tree began to hrk the restless boy* 
He decided to do a Ktde scouting. 


W,S.M. 
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which way?^’ he wondered. 

Wide Joe stood trying to deckle, liis nostrils ciuiglit 
the scent of wood smoke. He knew he was too far from 
the boys*' camp for smoke to be detected. Tiirniiig 
slowly and sniffing, the air at intervals, he ccmcdiided it 
was coming from a direction at right angles tr) the river. 

Keeping an alert watdi for anything suspicious, Joe 
headed inland. The scent grew stronger. It was not 
long before he came to a small clearing, in llui ir,euii\; 
of which smouldered a campfire. Nobody 'was in sight. 

The young detective remained in hiding a few min- 
utes. Then he examined the ashes. The heat they still 
radiated was mute evidence that somebody had been 
there within the past few minutes. Was he the person 
who used the hut? 

*‘Maybe he went back there,” Joe thought. “Fd 
better find out.” 

As he started through the woods again, a gleaming 
object on the ground Ctiught liis eye. It was a heavy 
trap, half-concealed by a frond of ferns, its steel ja.ws 
set for prey. Joe’s foot had just missed it! 

He bent do’wn to examine the trap. Judging from 
the condition of the rabbit-meat bait, it must have been 
set recently. 

Suddenly Joe had. the eerie feeling that he was being 
spied upon. He glanced ahead just in time to see a 
man’s head duck out of sight in a nearby thicket. The 
stranger had light-coloured hair and sharp eyes. 
Though Joe had caught only a quick glimpse of tb.e 
face, he knew that he had .seen it before. 

“The salesman at the Mortons’ farm!” he muttered. 

Joe raced after the retreating man. Realizing that it 
might be foolhardy to give chase alone, Joe gave a 
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bird wMstle that the Hardys often, used as a signal. 

Frank and G.hetj farther upstreanij heard the whistle 
and answered with a similar signal. ■ 

But so intent were tliey in trying to locate Joe^? 
direction that they did not notice a ledge of submerged 
rock until it was too late. The jagged ledge tore a 
gaping hole in the canvas a few feet behind the prow of 
the canoe. Water came pouring in. 

Frank strained at the crude paddle to drive the 
canoe ashore. Despite their efforts, water was half- 
way to the gunwales when the bow scraped the pebbly 
bottom of the left bank. 

“Whew! Just made it!*’ Chet exclaimed, 

“Wait here!” Frank said, then dashed downstream 
along the bank. The whistle sounded again! 

Within a few seconds Frank found himself at a sharp 
bend in the river. Joe was nowhere in sight. Franlt 
wlustled. There was no reply. ■ 

“Where’d he go ?” Frank .murmured. 

He hoped his brother was not in danger. But where 
to look for him was a puzzle. 

Fra,nk decided to go back to Chet. Joe might have 
lieaded in that direction. 

“Didn’t you find Joe ?” Chet asked, wide-eyed. 

“Not yet. I'he sound seemed to come from both 
sides of tlie stream,” Frank replied, perplexed, “I. hope 
it doesn’t mean somebody was imitating our bird call.” 

Chet mopped his brow. “Gosh, if that happened, 
then the fellow who left the warning must be on our 
trail !” he exc,liiimed, glancing anxiously at the woods 
about, him. , , 

Suddenly liis eyes were attracted by somelhing 
ming above the treetops. ■ ■ 
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'*Traak! Pigeons!” 

Two wMte birds rose higbj circled for several seconds^ 
tben beaded south. A startling thotigbt struck Frani. 
Were 'diese pigeons from the same covey as the ones 
sent to the Hardys? If so, then the kidnappers iniglil 

have their hideout near this very spot! 

Maybe Joe had stumbled upon the men by accident md niu 
. into trouble! 

As the two birds disappeared from, view, another 
pair of pigeons came into sight. Like the otliers, they 
started to circle when suddenly a blast cut the forest 
stillness and echoed and re-echoed through the trees. 
“A shot!” Frank exclaimed. 

One of the pigeons wheeled, then plummeted through 
the trees, while the other soared away. 

Chet cried out, “That pigeon must have been 
winged!” 

“I’m going to find out who’s here,” Frank declared. 
“Then I’ll go with you,” Chet offered, and followed 
behind Frank. 

“That shot sounded no more than a couple of 
hundred feet away,” Frank whispered. “Easy nov/.” 

As they stepped carefully from tree to tree to avoid 
presenting themselves as targets, Frank’s attention was 
attracted to a red cylinder on the gi'oimd. He picked it 
up. 

“Look, Chet! A shotgun shell!” 

Ghet surveyed the woods with quickening pulse. 
Perhaps the barrel of a gun was being aimed at them at 
that very second! He searched the area carefully but 
could see no one. 

A score of paces farther on, Frank found the pigeon, 
lying dead on a big boulder. 
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“It really caught a load of lead/’ he observed, lifting 
the limp, still-warm body of the bird»' ■ . 

There were no bands of identification on the pigeon, 
nor a message tube. This fact strengthened Frank’s 
siispicioH, that these birds, too,' belonged to the crim- 
inals who had tel.c;phoned the ransom message. 

He was relieved by the fact that there had been only 
one shot. At least Joe had not been under fire. 

But presently Frank’s imagination got the better of 
liim. He visualized Joe being hustled off tlirougii the 
woods, his hands high in the air, and a shotgun prod- 
ding Mm in the back. Frank’s reverie was brought to a 
sudden end by the spine-chilling howl of a dog, and the 
wild yell of a human being calling for help. Both sounds 
ended as suddenly as they liad started. 

“Tii-that was Joe!” quavered Chet, 

Frank did not reply. With a furious burst of speed he 
dashed among the trees in the direction from wliicli the 
sound h.ad come, unmindful of the brambles that tore, 
at his clothes or the low-hanging brjinclies that stung 
Ms clieeks, Chet panted after him as fast as his weight 
and the pack would allow. 

Abruptly Frank found himself on a fairly well- 
beaten trail. He sped along it. 

“Wait! Wait for me!” Chet cried. 

: The Hardy boy slackened his speed. Chet caught up 
to him at a spot where the trail cut t.hroiigh a dense 
growth of bushes. 

“Come on!” he urged. 

The. two boys dashed among the bushes. A second 
later the ■ ground seemed to drop away , from beneath 

their feet. 

Frank and Chet plunged helplessly downwards! 
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The Detector 


Slowly Frank opened his eyes. He was lying in a 
tangled mass of brush and earth. 

“Where am I ?” he murmured. 

The boy moved his right hand and felt someone lying 
beside him. Then he sensed a crushing pressure on Ms 
legs. 

Frank rubbed liis hand over his forehead to clear his 
brain. Memory came back with a rush. He had been 
running with Chet. Then that awful drop. Now he 
found himself lying at the bottom of a deep pit. 

Summoning every ounce of strength in his body* 
Frank raised himself up on one elbow. In the gloom of 
the pit he peered at the body beside him, 

“Joel” he cried in surprise. 

His brother lay there, unconscious. 

In trying to rise, Frank realized that the weight on 
his legs was Chet. Frank rumpled the boy’s hair. 

“Ghetl Chet! Are you all right?” 

In a few seconds Chefs eyes opened. "Where are we? 
How did wc get here?” he asked in bewilderment. 

“We plunged into a pit of some kind. Here's Joe.” 

“Joe? How’d he — ?” Then Chet realised that Joe 
was unconscious. 

“We’ve got to get him out of here,” said Frank. 

The pit into which they had falien was deep and 
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narrow^ Frank and Gliet had trouble wormin.g their 
way to a standing position. As ' Frank .bent down to 
place his hands beneatli his brother's shoulders, Joe 
stirrecL He shook his head dazedly and tried to sit up. 
*'Attaboy,” Frank said. ®‘Take it easy.” 

“Oh, that wolf!” Joe gToaned. 

■ “What wolf?” Chet asked. . ' ' 

“The one that chased me.” Joe looked round. In a 
few seconds his mind cleared completely. “Oh, yes, I 
fell in here. Ids a good thing you found me.” 

“We didn’t find you,” Chet said with a rueful grin, 
“m^e fell in, too!” 

“Well, let’s get out of here,” Joe pleaded, although 
he felt pretty unsteady. 

“Golly, it’s eight feet deep if it’s an inch,” Chet 
moaned. 

■ “Climb on my shoulders, Chet,” Frank suggested. 
“Once you’re out, you can haul us up,” 

“Look out for snipers,” Joe warned. 

Chet climbed to Frank’s shouldci's and stood on this 
teetering perch, with Frank grasping the boy’s ankles 
to steady him. Chet peered round. Seeing no one, he 
wriggled over the top. 

“Ready?” he called down. 

“Okay.” 

As Frank braced himself again, Joe sprang up. In a 
moment he, too, was out , of the pit. With Joe helping 
Chet keep Ms balance, the stout boy pulled Frank from 

the hole. 

The three of tliero, sprawled on the' ground to get 
their breath back and to , take stock of their injuiies. 
They were relieved to find that- apart from a few minor 
scratches and bruises tliey were unhurt. . ' 
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“Wlmt were you doing way off here?” Frank asked 
Hs brotiier, 

joe told liim about tbe steel trap in mhhh he iiacl 
nearly caught Hs foot, then olspotting the wiau who had 
probably set it. 

**rm certain that he*s the same man who foliowid 
you from the newspaper office and who puseil as a 
salesman that morning at Chefs farm.** 

'‘Ow“Ce, I don’t like this,” Chet said. “Where’d he 
..go?” . . 

“When he saw me, he started to run. He led me a 
chase across the river and back.” 

“What was it you said about a wolf?” Chet asked, 
“We heard one howl.” 

“And what a howl!” Joe said. “I yelled for help!” 

He added tiiat just before he had pitched into the 
hole, the ferocious beast had come crashing through 
the woods and raced after him. 

“One of the wild dogs of North Woods!” Chet es;- 
claimed. 

“It was a close race,” Joe said. “Maybe it was a 
good thing I fell into this hole!” 

“Good grief!” Frank exclaimed as a thought sud- 
denly occurred to him, “Do you realize this hole was 
covered with brush when we fell in ?” 

“N-never thought of that,” Chet said. “Tlien some- 
body sneaked up after Joe was trapped and covered it 
up again!” 

“Right. Maybe die idea was to catch all three of us 
s.v and then ... 

“He may be coming back to capture us,” Chet said, 
struggling to his feet. “Let’s leave, pronto.” 

I'he boys needed food and rest before they would be 
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abie to coiitiinic tlieir search for tlie mining rifles and 
to find out what; iriiscMcf the pseudo-salesman was up 
to and why everybody was so determined to friglitcn 
tliein away from the North Woods, 

As tliey made tliidr way back to the canoej Clbet t<dd 
Joe Isow it had rammed a rock. Suddenly a grim 
thought struck him, *®l1i bet the canoe and pack are 
gon,e !” he said. 

Fearing that Cliet’'s dire prediction might be tiiifj, 
the Hardys quickened their pace. . 

a long hike back to the other fellows,” diet 
moaned. “It would be dark before we could get to 
camp, and these gangsters — ” 

Just then the boys reached the bank of the stream and 
Joe called out: “Chet, you were wrong. The canoe Is 
still heref * 

“Whew I” breathed diet, vastly relieved. 

. The boys quickly patched the canoe. “Not bad!” 
Joe said approvingly, 

“If we c!on*t hit any more rocks, I guess we can make ' 
camp.” 

Tlicy shoved ofl', taking the same positions as they 
had on the trip up. It was easier this time, travelling 
with t.he current. Keeping a sharp lookout for under- 
water rocks, the Hardys deftly steered the canoe white 
Chet sat relaxed in the liottom, Ids hands behind his 
head. 

“How large was the wolf that chased you, Joe?” he 

asked. ^ ■ 

. “About four feet long,” 

Joe said he had a hunch that the wolf might bcrlong 
to the blond, man, who probably called Mm off after 
seeing Joe fall. 
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Frank recounted his and Gliet’s experiences, ending 

with the pigeon episode. 

**At least one thing seems certaiiij” he said In 
conclusion. *‘The thieves w'ho stole Chet’s truck were 
also my kidnappers— or at least tliey’re in league, with 
themd’- . ' 

**It wouldn’t surprise me,” Joe said, 'Mf their hide- 
out isn’t far from here.” 

Chet winced. Then suddenly he beamed. ‘MieVj 
fellows, I see camp I” he announced. A tantalizing 
aroma filled the air. “Food!” he exchiimed as the 
canoe grounded on the shore close by the camp. 

Biff and Tony, seeing their friends’ bruises and dish- 
evelled clothes, fired questions in rapid succession, 
growing more amazed as each was answered. 

“Those men sure must want to keep people away 
from North Woods,” Tony remarked. 

“You might have been killed,” Biff said. 

A3 they ate, the boys conjectured about what under- 
handed schemes the pit digger might be carrying on, 
but could think of nothing except that for one reason or 
another he wanted to prevent people from entering a 
certain section of the w^oods. 

“Tomorrow we’ll track him down and find out!” 
Frank said with determination. 

Suddenly the boys realized that Chet had been miss- 
ing since they had finished eating. After a brief search 
they saw him on the far side of the pond, a fishing rod 
in his hands. After he had cast, Frank came up behind 
Mto. 

“Where’d you get that super rod?” Frank asked, 

“Found it. Pretty nifty, eh? Practically new.” 

Chet jumped as he realized that under the circimi- 
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stances tills rod meant more than its loss by a curcles.^ 
lislieraian. It might be the property of the fellow who 
had left the warning the night before. 

“Any klentilication on that fishing rod?” Fraiiik 

askeci .. 

Cliet looked. “Hey, Frank, tliis came from VVctlls 
Hardware Store 1 Here’s the name.” 

*'r,m sme tlie owner didn’t mean to leave it,” Frank 
observed as the boys wiilktid back. “You know, Chet, 
this might be a means of finding out what the tliief 
looks like.” 

“How?” 

“I’ii bet he w^as buying this rod when you ^vere in 
the store. He may have heard you talking to the clerk. 
Right?” 

Ghet admitted he had bragged about his big-garne- 
hunter uncle and the rifles. There had been several 
customers in the store at tlie time, but he had paid no 
attention to them. 

“Gee, if only I had!” he said ruefully as they re« 
tumed to camp, 

Frank thought there was a gc»od chance the mys- 
terious fisherman w^ould return for the rod during the 
night, and suggested they stay on watch. 

“Anyway, we won’t be in d;:inger of a surprise 
attack,” Frank said. “After this, wc’li use the sound 
detector we brought. Good thing you thought of it. 


“I didn’t know you had one,” Biff said. 

“The gadget belongs to Dad, but he let us borrow it,” 

Joe said. . ' 

Ersuili opened Ms pack and drew out the detector. 
It was the size of a cigarette case, but one could hear 

^ 525 = 
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plainly sounds far beyond the range of the human can 
During the late afternoon and evening the boys took 
turns listening, 

^ “You could almost hear the guys breathe with tMs 

gimmick,” Tony said. ‘Tfs great!” 

No sounds of particular interest were picked up, and 
at nine o’clock Frank put the detector in his pack.. 

“Think I’ll hit the sack,” he told the otliers. 

“Me too,” said Joe. “Biff, arrange the watches, will 
you?” 

After two»hour shifts had been agreed on, Biff turned 
on Ms radio for news of the missing Jack Wayne. The 
announcer said there was still no clue to the where- 
abouts of the pilot, although the search was still being 
carried on out at sea. 

'That means they’ve given up looking round here,” 
said Joe, wriggling into his bag. 

The boys ftli asleep, with Biff on guard. Franlc took 
his turn in the early morning. So far there had been no 
prowlers. Soon a rosy tint covered the eastern sky. 

“We should get started on our sleuthing soon,” he 
told himself an hour later as lie prepared tbi'ec small 
emergency kits with knives, rope, first-aid articles and 
some food. 

He roused the others, and it was not long before he, 
Joe and Biff had finished breakfast and were ready to 
shove off in the canoe. Chet and Tony would remain at 
camp in case anyone should show up for the fishing rod. 

When the three boys started off, a light mist hung 
over the river and drifted among the trees. By the time 
the sun had burned the mist away, they had rea<fiied 
the spot where Chet and Frank had seen the pigeosos 
the day before. 
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Tlic h oys carried the caiioc a liwidred feet iHlaml 
and €03M;ealcd it in a tMcket. 

“,Lcfs starl ihnn. the pit and work iiDiilij” .|V»f! siif!;- 
;^'(;sN;d. “’That bioucl fellow 1 followed ^vas lM?;wh'd in 
lliat clireclkni.” 

They stance! rorwa,nl cautiously, Fra,uk tunnal oii 
the souikI detector fuid, listend Intently. Iht repofied 
bird calls and insect sounds, but no iinTno,n voir.es. In 
a sliort time the liikcrs came to the trail which led to 
tilt; pit. As tht'y neared it, Joe ca]h;d excitedly; 

**The hole/s covered over again !” 

Frank put the detector to his ear. No sounds t'ame 
from it except those of tlie woodland creatures and the 
distant murmur of the stream. 

Spreading- out twenty feet apart, the boys moved 
along silently, Frank stopped every few sccotids to 
listen. , . 

Then suddenly the youth raised his hand for the 
others to stop. Biff and Joe came over to him, *1' hear 
something different, but it’s very faint,” he said in a 
low voice. ■ 

Gareful not to make any noise, the boys proceeded 
in the direction of the mysterious sound, A hundred 
feet farther on Frank halted again. 

“You take this gadget, Joe, and tell me what you 
think it is,” 

Joe listened. “Sounds like pounding or hammering,” 

he said. 

‘T thought it might be a machine,” Frank said,' 
“You listen, Biff,” 

After holding the detector to his ear a few seconds the 
lanky youth grinned. ‘T don’t hear anytiiing like that. 

You fellows spoofing me?” ■■ ■ 
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Joe grabbed the instrument and listened for a 
minute. *‘Tlie sound has stopped.^' 

' ■■ Frank frowned. “Maybe weVe been seen. From now 
on we’d better creep along,” he advised. 

* 'Yeah, we may be right on top of their hideout/’ 
Biff said grimly. 

The ground ahead rose slightly to the crown of a 
little hillock. Reaching the top, the boys peered hope-' 
fully down the otlier side. 

“Do you see what I see?” Frank whispered excitedly. 
“Isn’t that a chimney sticking up beliiod those trees ? 
Come on, fellows!” 

The boys made their way down the hill, taking 
extreme care to keep well concealed. 

“Let’s sneak up on the place from tlmee directions,” 
Biff said 

The chimney belonged to an old shack. The roof was 
half caved in, and sacks were nailed over the windows. 

“Guess nobody lives here,” Biff observed. 

“Somebody may be hiding in it, though,” said Frank. 
“We’d better find out.” 

The boys conferred briefly on making a surprise 
attack. It was decided that Joe would throw a rock at 
the back of the cabin. If anybody were inside, his 
attention would be directed there. Then Frank, and 
Biff would rush in through the front door. 

Well hidden in the bushes, Joe selected a large rock. 
Taking careful aim, he sent it sailing towards the biiild- 
mg which it hit witli a loud crash. Immediately Frank 
and Biff raced from cover and ran tlirough the front 
entrance. 

Nobody was inside. The only sign of habitation was a 
rickety cot, winch showed no evidence of recent use. 
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On a crude lieartli lay a heap of ashes, Frank felt the 
stones. They were cold. By this time Joe had joined 

tliem, , , 

“Nt^body liomcj” Biff' announced, 

“What's that?” Joe asked as he noticed a large 
object, covered with canvas sacks, standing in a corner. 
Hi; pnllecl them off, revealing an engine, 

, "Good grief!” he exclaimed, "It’s an aeroplane 
engine. How did it get here?” 

An idea flashed into Biif’s mind. "The missing plane! 
Maybe it craslied in these woods after all., and some-” 
body dragged the engine in here!” 

"It couldn’t have been dragged far,” Joe said ex- 
citedly. "This thing*. is. heavy. 111 bet Jack Wayne’s 
•nearby. Gc!mi.e' on, fellows. .Let’s look for him I” 




M Umx 


“If Jack Wayne crashed here/* Frank saidj “the 
person who moved the engine would have taken care of 
hirrij too,*’ 

“The gang!” Joe declared. “Maybe that’s what 
Wayne meant by ‘hijackers’,” 

Biff had a different idea. “Wayne may not be here at 
ail. That engine could have torn loose from the plane 
before it crashed.” 

“Hey I” Frank called out excitedly. “This engine has 
never been in a plane. It’s brand new! I should have 
noticed that right away!” 

“How do you suppose they ever got an aeroplane 
engine through these woods?” asked Joe. 

The three boys scouted the area for further evidcnccj 
agreeing to meet at the cabin to report any sign of a 
plane accident or other unusual circumstance, Joe, the 
first to return, had seen nothing unusual, except that a 
piece of bark had been chipped off a tree standing near 
the shack. 

Wondering if the cut had any special significance, he 
looked at other trees nearby. Three of them had had 
bits of bark stripped off, 

Joe was about to look farther, when Frank and Bilf 
joined him. After hearing they had failed to find a 
m'cek, he called their attention to the nicked trees. 


TI'IE WAILING SIREN MYSTERY 83 

: “I believe they’re trail marks,”- lie said, “and' made 
not very long ago,Xet’s follow *em and see where they 
lead»” , 

. WitHn five minutes two other ■■ marked trees were 

found. . 

“Do you think the trail 'might lead to the wrecked- 
plane?” Bifi” asked. 

The Hardys were inclined to believe the trail inlght 
possibly take them near the hideout of the men they 
were seeking. The boys continued to follow it. 

The Hardys’ keen eyes were alert for any evidence 
that 'the thieves or kidnappers might be around. But by 
mid-morning all were weary from following the marked 
trees with no end to the trail, Frank kept listening to the 
detector, but if the forest held a secret, it was being well 
kept. 

All at once Biff let out a cry. - '“Well, what do you 
know about this ? We’ve been going in a circle.” 

Frank and Joe rushed to where their friend stood. 
There was no doubt about it. An oak with some of its: 
bark removed was easily identified by a long spilt down 
the trunk in which a bird had built a nest. 

Following a trampled path, the boys found another 
familiar tree, then another. • 

“1 don’t see why anybody would mark a trail in a 
circle,” Bill' said.- 

After a few minutes’ thought Frank suggested that 
there probably were offshoots of the nuiin trail. I'he 
boys spread out to look. Only Biiribund one. 

“This thing’s got me dizzy,” he said. “Where arc we 
headed, anyway ?” 

Frank stopped. “I think there’s something phoney 
about -tills whole deal,” he said. -‘Maybe. tliis trad was 
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made on purpose to lead people away from tlie caJ-jin 
or the place where we heard the hammering sound,” 

“You mean I’m going to fall into some trap tlie way 
you fellows did?” BifiT exclaimed, frowning. 

“Not if you watch your step,” Joe replied. 

The boys walked on. More trail mai'ks, and more nn- 
familiar territory. Silence followed, until Frank wliis”* 
..pered;,, 

*T’ve picked up something on the detector. Sounds 
like digging. Somebody’s up ahead, and not fai’ 
away!” 

The hikers dropped to the ground, then slowly and 
silently inched their way forward. 

Biff, in his enthusiasm to make a capture, out» 
distanced the others. 

Ahead loomed a large rock. The unknown digger 
was on the other side of it. The boys could hear the 
sound of metal biting into soil. 

“Here goes!” Biff murmured to himself. 

He raised up and flung himself upon the stooped 
figure. There was a tangle of arms and legs. The digger 
was overpowered. Bilf peered into his face. 

“Chet! Well, I’ll be mousetrapped,” he blurted, 
rising from the stout boy’s midriff. 

“What are you doing here?” Frank asked. 

“Yes, how did you get this far from camp?” Joe put 
in eagerly. 

“W-w-wait a minute,” Chet begged. “Let me catch 
my breath.” 

Fie sat down against the rock and mopped his brow. 
“I do a fellow a favour,” he continued, “and this is 
what happens.” 

“Do v/hom a favour?” Frank asked. 
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“Tony. Who else ?” Chet puffed, : “I’m- digging worms I 
for Mm. Tie wants to catch some tro.ut/^ ■ ■ 

The boys looked down at. the hole. Chet had been 
digging with Ins tin plate. Two worms wriggled beside it. 
“Where’s Tony ?” Frank asked. 

“At camp. B-ight over there!” 

“Oil no!” Joe wailed, 

“Jumpin’ joopersl” Biff exclaimed. “Somebody 
made a trail right here to our camp !” . 

“He probably was watching all the time,” Joe de- 
clared. "But if he was one of the gang, why didn’t he 
just shoot at ns and , get it over with ?” 

“I don’t thiak the trail was- made by one of the gang,” 
Frank said. ‘‘'We may have a friend in North Woods,” 
“What do you mean?” Chet asked. 

“That warning note we received may have been left 
by someone with good intentions, and he’s helped us 
out again.” 

After hearing the whole story, Chet said, "Two 
warnings are enough for me. I vote we leave this place.” 
"I think Chet's right,” Biff said. “Let’s shove olF.” ■ 
Tony at^’ced with Chet and Biff. “What’s more,” he 
said, “my"' dad's expecting me home to drive for him,” 
Outvoted, the Hardys agreed to go, but begged the 

others to stay until morning. , ,, 

“Look fellows,” Frank said, “Joe and I will do some 
work alone, fellows stay here and swim. Besides, 

we have to got the canoe,” 

They ate a ffuick lunch from the emergency kit they 

were carryingj then made their way to the tumbledoVvm 

shack. They approached it quietly, Frank in the lead, 
“Joel The engine’s gone!” ' 

The boys stared in amazement at the spot where the 
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eEgine had stood. The canvas sacks had been tossed to 
one side.. : 

■"Goslij: ‘I - wish I®d taken the serial number of t!ia,t 
engine/f Joe said. 

wonder how much of a gang is in on this deal/® 
Frank' mused. “It would take several. ■ strong men to 
move that heavy engine. Well, now whe,re do we head 

-The boys decided to depend on the detector for help. 
Finally their patience bore fruit. 

“Hammering?” Joe asked as his brother's face lit up. 

“No,” 

*The wailing siren?” 

Frank shook Ms head, “An animal.” 

Joe listened. “Maybe it’s the wolf that attacked me,” 
he said. 

“If he belongs to that fake salesman, now’s our 
chance to find that crook!” Frank declared. 

Hunting knives in hand to assist in any unexpected 
attack, the boys started off in the direction of the howl- 
ing, which now could foe heal’d without the aid of the 
detector, 

“That’s more than one animal,” Frank said, 

■ . The Hardys proceeded more slowly. Suddenly a 
clearing opened up ahead. In the middle of it the boys 
saw a siX"fbot"high wire enclosure, Beliind the netting 
five animals growled fiercely. 

“Wolves !” Joe exclaimed. 

“Sure looks that way,” Frank answered. 

“What are they doing here?” 

“We’ll find out.” 

Careful to keep themselves concealed, the boys 
circled the enclosure. The wolves smelled their presence, 
however, and started to howl. 
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^ “I hope they Iiaveii^t given us awayj” Joe wMspered* 
“Their keeper must be nearby.” 

The boys looked about them. Partly hidden among 
die trees some distance to their left was a cabin, its 

front door open. 

Frank and Joe approached it cautiously® Nobody 
was ill sight. 

“Someone may be spying, on us from a window,” 
Joe whispered. 

'He and Frank waited a few minutes before ap- 
preaching closer to the cabin. NotHng seemed to be 
ff stirring. 

“Fm going to take a look,” Joe said. 

“Fm with you.” 

They stepped quietly through tlie brush and into a 
small open space in front of the cabin. There was an 
ominous silence about the place. 

■ Anxiety showed .on Frank’s face. “Joe, I don’t 
like? , , 

: His words were punctured by a snjirl which Iroze 
die boys in their 'tracks. The head of a wolf flashed, in 
the doorway. Witli a vicious growl, it sprang to'wards 
. the Hardys, 

^ “The same one that attacked me!” thought J'oe, 
poising his knife. 

The beast let out a piercing whine and jerked back. 
Then the boys saw that he was chained to . the door. 
The frustrated animal continued .to bellow' .and 
glower, staining at his leash. , ' 

A sharp voice cut the air, ''Stand whim you dreP-- 
Frank and Joe wheeled. A tall man, Ms hat pulled 
low, stood before them, a gun in. Ms hand. 





A Strange Pet 


The man was a giant of a woodsman. His face was 
heavily bearded and his eyes fiercely sharp. As well as 
the gun, he carried a long whip. 

“What are you doing here?” he demanded, 

“Oh — ^uh — -just looking around,” Frank replied, 
trying to look innocent. *T’m afraid weVe lost.” 

The man eyed the boys sharply, as il'he doubted this 
statement, 

“YouTe trespassing on private property,” he said 
sternly, 

“Private?” Joe asked. 

“Yes. I breed wolves here. This is a dangerous area.” 

All the while the animal chained to the door growled 
and pulled at his leash. 

“Quiet, Sabre!” the man shouted. 

He flicked his whip and the end of it snapped like a 
rifle shot a scant two inches from the wolf’s jaws. The 
animal retreated and threw itself down across the door- 
:'way, 

“Why do you keep wolves here ?” Joe asked. 

“I breed them for zoos. And now I want to give you 
Mds some good advice,” he snapped. “Leave this ibrest; 
pronto and don’t come back! Do you hear me? DonH 
some bask!” 
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Fraak was not ready to go quite yet. This man might 
know some things the Hardys wanted to find out. 
“Do you take care of these animals all alone?” he 

asked. , 

.“Yes” 

“Oil, by the way, we found a valuable rod and reel 
near our cam.p down by the river. Do you know who 
may have left it there ?” 

“No” 

“Did a plane crash near here recently ?” Joe queried. 
“No.” 

“There’s an old shack off in the woods,” Frank said, 
pointing to the direction from which they had come. 
“Anybody live there?” 

“Iiisten, I ain’t answering any more of your ques- 
tions,” the woodsman said curtly. “Now clear out of 
here and don’t let me see you around these parts again I”: 
He cracked his whip. “Get going!” 

Joe tlimst out his chin in determination, “We’ll go,” 
he said, “but we don’t intend to be ordered around like 
your animals!” 

' The man merely glared as the Hardys retreated into 
the woods, following the trail over which they had come. 
Wl'icn they were out of ea.rshot of the woodsman, tliey 
stopped to talk over the situation. 

“I sore don’t care lor that guy!” Joe said. 

“Same here. I wouldn’t trust him as far as I could 
throw a haystack,” Frank agreed. ■ 

“His story about breeding wolves for zoos sounded 
awfully fishy.” . , 

“Of course. It’s obvious he’s training the wolves to 

.attack people. But why?” 

“Probably to scare them out of the woods. The 
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critter tliat chased me just before I ftdi into tlie pit 
looked an awful lot like Sabre,” Joe said. 

Suddenly Frank stiffened. ‘'listen!” 

distance he had detected the soimd of some- 
tliing crashing through the brush. 

“Sabrel” Joe exclaimed. “The man let Mm loose!” 

“Up a tree!” Frank urged. 

The boys raced through the forest until tliey spotted a 
couple of hr trees they could climb readily. Leaping to tire 
lowest branches, they pulled themselves up into the 
trees. 

The Hardys were barely a safe distance off the 
ground when Sabre reached them. Snarling and snap- 
ping, he pawed at one trunk and then the other. Joe 
broke off a branch and hurled it down, hitting the 
wolf on the nose. Th e infuri ated animal howled and 
ran in circles round the tree. 

“This beast may not let us down for days,” Joe re- 
marked woefully. 

“There’s one way we can catch him,” Frank said 
hopefully. “With a stick and noose. There’s a branch 
above you that’s pretty straight.” 

Joe climbed up. He cut off the branch and quickly 
stripped it of twigs and leaves. 

“I have a coil of small rope in my pocket,” Frank 
said, pulling it out. 

He threw it across to Joe, who fastened a noose to 
die end of the stick. 

Joe dangled the stick and the noose close to the 
ground. The wolf snapped at it. With a deft twist, the 
boy flung the rope over Sabre’s head. 

“Puill” Frank cried. 

The boy hauled the stick upwards, but tlic woif was 
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heavy. It lashed out ■ fiercely^ . snarling ■ and gnash jiig 
with its fangs. Suddenly the animal freed, itself and 
tumbled to the ground, 

"Wb.ewl” Joe exclaimed. weighs a tond® 

Sabre continued to circle the trees but more warily, 
Joe tried to rope hlin agaiiij but the wolf would not be 
tricked the second time. 

As the boys wondered what to do, they were startled 
by a distant wailing noise. 

^^Whafs that, Frank? The siren?” 

^‘Sounds like it, but it’s mighty faint.” 

®*W€llj, what do you Imow about that?” Joe cried. 
®®Sabre’s leaving!” 

The strange sound seemed to bother the animal. 
Putting its tail between its legs, Sabre slunk off. 

®*He acts friglitened. That sound probably hurts Ms 
ears.” 

The boys dropped to tire ground, ®®Gosh, I thought I 
was going to Iiave to live in that tree.” Joe grinned as he 
stretched his legs. ”IL.et’s get back to camp.” ■ 

'Ihe Hardys found their way to the spot where the 
canoe was hidden. They slid it into the water and 
paddled rapidly downstream. By the time they re-” 
joined the other boys, the sun was sinking behind the 
trees to the west, 

Chet, Biff and ' Tony rushed to the shore to meet 
their friends. 

As Frank and Joe related their adventures, Chet’s 
mouth sagged open. 

“A wolf?” he asked in disbelief. / Tf he picks up our 
scctit, he’ll come right into this camp. What say 
fellows ? Let’s get ^ out of here !” 

Frank and Joe were fairly sure that even if Sabre 
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had picked up their tr^ be •wotiicl gei no farther tliaii 
the place they had put the eanoe into the water, 

‘Ikit to make sure he doesn’t botlier well 

have to catch the critter,*'' Joe said dcterroiually* 
a stockade. We*ll buM one after chow. How about it, 
Tony? Do we have trout tonight?*' 

*‘Six nice fat rainbows,** Tony told him. ‘‘Bill’ and I 
caught ’em.** 

“With my worms,” Chet added. 

The boys laughed and joked through the meal. W^hen. 
it was over, Frank said; 

“Now to work on tire stockade. We’ll 
plenty of ’em.” 

A number of small trees grew along the stream and 
the boys made short work of felling tliem. Soon a pile 
of saplings, stripped of their brandies, lay on the spot 
which the Hardys had selected for the trap. 

While the others were digging a small trench, Joe 
and Frank went into the woods fo r vines w ith which to 
tie the saplings together. It did not take the boys long 
to erect a crude stockade. Frank arranged a small 
opening on one side with a gate which would drop in 
place once an animal had entered the trap. 

“Now all we need is bait,” Joe said. 

“I’ve some meat that we don’t need,” Tony said. 
“We can use that/’ He produced a sizable chunk left 
over from the piece which the boys had taken along for 
• Stew, 

“That’s perfect,” Frank said. 

He fastened the meat to a long string, wLiicb., when 
pulled, would cause the gate to fail shut. They tried 
it several times to be sure the trap would work. 

“Sabre ought to tackle this meat before he does us,” 
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Joe said. liope this trapes stoong enough to hold Mm, 
I don’t want to bfj his dessert,” 

The sitci of die imp was some distance from the camp^ 
but tk? lioys co!ild see it from where they sat round the 
fire exclianging ol,.Wtervations on the day’s eventB, When 
clarkTw;.« bc^gan to fall^ Joe got up and stretched sleepily, 
“Fin going to tTOnble in, fellows,” he said, ”F!1 take 
a morning watch,” 

“Me, too.” Biff yawned, 

As' Joe rose from the ground, he cried hoarsdy, 
“Fellows, the stockade!” 

All heads swung to the direction of the trap where 
two glowing eyes moved slowly towards the gateway. 



Anotbm Tkeft 


The boys beard the stockade gate drop, was 

foilowed by a howling so wild and terrifying that the 
forest itself seemed to shudder, 

Biif and Tony started running towards the stockade. 

“Easy,” Frank warned. “Let the beast tire himself 
out before we take a look.” 

Excitedly the boys stood by while the trapped animal 
thrashed alsoiit. It jumped at the walls of the stockade, 
making the saplings quiver under each assault. F inally 
die wolf*s rage subsided into snarling submission. 

“All right, now,” Frank said. “We’ll see what we 
caught.” 

Beaming their flashlights ahead of them, the boys 
warily approached the stockade. When they reached 
die side of it, Joe dropped down on hands and knees. 

“Stand on my back,” he said to Frank, “and take a 
look over the top.” 

Carefully Frank trained his torch and peered down 
from the top of the sapling wall. A large wolf, a heavy 
collar round its neck, crouched in one corner of the 
stockade. Its tongue hung out and foam flecked tiie 
cruel mouth. 

“Sabre!” Frank said, “Just as v/e thought.” 

The boys took turns looking down at the trembling 
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**'Th»-tiiat’s the thing which chased you and Joe?” 
Chet said to Frank, ®‘Boyj am I glad I stayed in camp!” 

“What are we going to do with it?” Biff asked, 

■ He received no immediate answer because Frank 
and Joe were conferring in low tones near the gate of 
the stockade. ■ , . . . 

“We don’t have the upper hand here by a long shotj” 
Frank was saying. 

“I see what you meany” Joe replied. “Sabre’s master 
is probably nearby.” 

“Right. If only he wasn’t armed! We’re no match 
against a man with a gun, Joe!” 

The boys decided to put on an act for the benefit of 
Sabre’s owner. In a loud voice Frank called out : 

“FeiiowSy let’s get out of here! This forest is no place 
for campers, even with Sabre out of circulation.” 

“We’i! go at the crack of dawn,” Joe agreed loudly, 

“I don’t like the idea of being chewed up.” Then he 
whispered to his brothei', “But weil come back here^'^* 
without that woodsman knowing about it. Maybe we’ll 
have better luck next time,” 

Guard duty was arranged, but the night passed un« 
eventfully. 

The next morning it was decided that Chet, Tony 
and Biff would take the canoe and most of the camp 
equipment downstream. Tire river must eventuidly 
how into the sea, probably near Barmet Bay. 

“Joe and I’ll hike back through the woods,” Frank 
said. “We’ll pick up the car, and contact you when we 
arrive home.” 

“'What shall we do about Sabre ?” Joe asked. “We 
don’t dare let him out, but we can’t leave Iiim to 

starve.” ^ 


W.S.M. 


D 


££ 8 . 
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Frank said grimly, “I’ll bet that as soon as we go, Ms 
owner ¥/ill come for him.” 

■ The Hardys shoved the laden canoe into the stream 
and watched until their companions had paddled out 
of sight. Then they slung their packs over tlieii' shoul- 
ders and started back for the farm where they had. left 
Chet’s jalopy. 

They had been on their^ way only a few minutes 
when Joe said, “Let’s go back and see if the woods- 
man has released Sabre. Are you game ?” 

Hiding their packs in a thicket, the boys cautiously 
retraced their steps until they came to a big rock on a 
rise of ground. Peering round it, they were able to look 
down at the stockade. All was quiet except for the 
growl of the wolf. But as the boys ''watched, the animal 
suddenly grew restless, its growl climbing the scale to a 
thin whine. 

“He hears somebody,” Frank said, 

“Us, maybe?” 

“No, I think that whine m eans his master is about.” 

Suddenly they heard the distant sound of someone 
coming through the brush and flattened themselves on 
the ground to escape detection. Whoever it was, was 
making no effort to conceal his presence, certain that 
the campers had departed. The tramping of feet be- 
came louder, and someone approaclied tlic stockade. 

“The woodsman!” Joe wdiispered. 

The bearded man stopped, listened, then went to 
the gate of the stockade. Bending dowm, he lifted it and 
when Sabre’s head appeared, he snapped a wire leash 
to the animal’s collar. 

“Fool!” the boys heard the woodsman snarl. 
“Letting yourself get trapped by a bunch of kids,” 
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Then he cuffed the animal, which cringed at his feet* 
The wolf acted like a beaten puppy. 

The man retreated a few paces from the stockade 
and stood glaring at it. Then he ran up and hurled his 
body full force against the saplings. They began to give 
way under the charge. 

He repeated the performance and at length the wail 
crashed in. Angrily the man continued to batter the 
stockade until it was level with the ground. Then he 
set off with Sabre. 

‘■'‘^¥/liew!” Joe said when the man was out of sight, 
*®Some temper! Well, let’s make tracks! We know now 
that the wolf won’t staiwe.” 

It was late in the afternoon before the Hardys 
reached the road where they had first entered the 
woods. From there they went straight to the farmhouse 
and retrieved the jalopy, i\fter thanking the woman at 
the farm for letting them park there, die boys hopped 
in and started for home. 

When they pulled up in front of their house, they 
found Chet sitting on the front steps, a piece of cake in 
one hand, a banana in the other. 

“Hi, fellows!” he called out. “Got a lift into town, so 
I thought Fd pick up the jalopy.” 

Chet said the trip downstream had been uneventful. 
The stream had joined the Willow River, which emp- 
tied into tlie bay. Tony had telephoned bis home from 
a waterfront restaurant, and Mrs Prito had come 
to pick up the campers in her husband’s small 
truck, and had delivered Chet and his canoe to the 
Morton house. 

As soon as Chet had finished his cake, he decided to 
rlrivc home. The two tired boys picked up their packs, 
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mounted tlie front steps, and entered tlie fioiise, Mrs 
Hardy flung her arms round them. 

-Fin- glad you’re back,” she said. ” Chet has been 
^ telling us the wildest tales about the wolves and prison 
: pits and — ” 

■ She was mterrupted by Aunt Gertrude, who came 
bustling into the hall from the kitchen, “Fm glad you’re 
back safe, too. But that Morton Boyl Fd like t:o tie Iiis 
tongue up, scaring your mother with such, preposterous 
stories. I sent him outside with some food to stop Ms 
talking. Wolves in North Woods! Ridiculous! Why, 
there isn’t a wolf outside Siberia, except in a few zoos.” 

Frank and Joe looked at each other. Perhaps they 
had better not tell the whole story of what had hap- 
pened, except to their father. Learning that he was 
working on a report in his study, the boys dashed up- 
stairs. 

*‘Hello, sons,” Mr Hardy said, smiling, and closed 
the door. “Now let’s have the truth about your trip.” 

When the boys had finished the account of their 
adventures, their father asked a few questions. The 
point which seemed to interest him most concerned the 
' pigeons. 

“You’re sure there was no message concealed on the 
one that was shot ?” he asked. “Did you look under the 
tail feathers?” 

The boys had to admit they had not thought to look 
anywhere but on the legs. Probably they had missed a 
good clue. 

Mr Hardy asked the boys to go outside and look at 
the kidnappers’ pigeon, which was in its cage in the 
garage. 

“Sec if it’s the same kind you saw in the woods.” 
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Aunt Gertrucle had appointed herself keeper and 
feeder of the' bird. She ' went out with her nephews to 
show them what:her:good"care.and a: well-seleeted diet ' 
.had done for - “the’ poor,, e maciated bird** that liad beeii ; 
deKvered;' todhem. , ^ 

V,' Suddenly' Aunt Gertrudejiin the.'- lead, gave a . 
then cried out: 



The Mfsterioms 'Light 


The pigeon’s cage as well as the bii'd had disappeared. 
A pane of glass which had been removed from a rear 
window was evidence of how the thief had entered. 

There was no question in the boys’ minds as to who 
had taken the bird. It had to be one of Frank’s kid'* 
nappers. 

“But when? When?” Aunt Gertrude cried out, “I 
took the pigeon his supper not an hour ago.” 

She was extremely annoyed over the incidentj and 
Mr Hardy was vexed that they had missed another 
opportunity to leam who the pigeon’s owner was. 

“I should have followed that second pigeon to its 
cot^ It might have helped considerably if we could 
have found its home.” 

The detective added that the happenings in North 
Woods seemed to point to the fact that there was a con- 
nection between his own case and the guns and equip- 
ment stolen from the Morton truck. 

“Merer marked notes have turned up in the United 
States,” he said. “The FBI is sure the money is being 
used for some illegal purpose. But they don’t know yet 
what it could be.” 

“But rii bet you have a theory, Dad,” Joe spoke up. 

“Rifles.” 

“How did you figure that?” 
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The his assu mptioii i_was based on 
deduction ratlier than ’’’^^ointe proof., ■ Wiiile in 
Washington he had heard that a small boat containing 
United States rifles had been found on the coast of 
Central America. 

^“The boat had been wrecked in a storm/® the 
detectiYe said, ‘'^and the men -who had manned it 
either drowned or swam off and left it. There was no 
mark of identification on the boat,: but I believe it 
came from a large vessel.’® 

: ^‘Smugglers,” Frank commented. “Dad, do you 
tliiiik Tyler Morton’s stolen rifles are on their way to 
the Caribbean?” 

“You’ve given up the idea they’re Woods?” 

His father smiled. 

“No, I haven’t. And Joe and I want to go back there. 
Will you go with us?” 

■ , . ^ Wes. But flrst I think we’d better take a look at the 
area from the air,” 

“You mean scout the enemy before we attack?” Joe 
,grinned. “Let’s go now.” 

“The . sun is too low,” his father said, “There’ll be 
deep shadows over the woods at this time of day. We’ll 
go tomorrow moriimg.” 

Frank made the aiTangemeiits, and at ten o’clock the 
next day the three Hardys were at the airport, A young 
man named Eric Martin, whom the boys knew, was 
assigned to pilot them, ■ 

“Hello/’ Joe said to him, “Any news from Wayne?” 

: Erie shook Hs head gravely. “Not a word since that 
Mjacker message.” . . ■.. . 

Mr' Hardy gave the young- man instructions, and 
they took off. Leaving Bayport behind, tihe plane 
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followed the Willow River, then took the tributary that 
headed into North Woods. 

view, Frank pulled bin- 
oculars from his jacket. **I see the little pond where we 
went swimming,” he reported presently. 

*‘Tliat means we’re close to the wolf-man’s hideout/®' 
Joe said. 

^Wes, there’s the pen in that clearing right below us/’ 
Frank replied. “Can’t tell from this height if any 
wolves are in it or not.” 

“And there’s the shack where we saw the aeroplane 
engine/’ Joe remarked. 

The plane crisscrossed the area, but nothing sus- 
picious came into view. 

“Take her down to a thousand feet/’ Mr Hardy told 
the pilot. 

The plane banked and descended. 

Frank handed the binoculars to his father, but tlie det- 
ective could see nothing save the dense forest below. 

“Those gangsters must have some kind of camp,” Joe 
■said. ■ ' 

“If any of them are in the North Woods,” said his 
father, “they’re taking every precaution not to have 
their camp spotted from the air. But I was hoping we 
might find sometMng else.” 

“Like what?” 

“Smoke, a camouflaged building, trees or vegetation 
arranged in some significant pattern. I suppose we 
may as weU turn back.” 

After the plane had landed and the Hardys were 
driving home, they made plans to leave together 
directly after lunch for a more careful search through 
North Woods. As they walked into the house, Mrs 
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^ Hardy handed : her husband a tele^am, . He tore ■ it 
open, read it swiftly and frowned. ^ 

**IVe been called back to Washingtonj” he said. 
“Ill have to catch a plane. This is. urgent.” 

^ Mr Hardy said he would be gone only one day. He 
suggested that his sons keep busy on the case, 

‘'‘Sure, Dad. How?” Frank asked. 

'^Suppose you circle the entire woodland area in 
your car. It’s close to seventy miles ail the way round, 
I’d say, and there may be another trail that’s a short" 
cut to the thieves’ camp. 

“Talk to people who live on the edge of the woods,” 
his father continued. “Perhaps they can provide you 
with some clues.” 

The young detectives started out in their car after 
lunch. When they reached the outsldrts of North 
Woods, the good roads came to an end, and they began 
bouncing over rutted, narrow roads. 

“Pretty rugged out here,” Frank said. 

They stopped at every house whose land bordered 
the woods. Most of the farmers had no interest in the 
forest and knew little about it, except that a fox would 
sneak out now and then to kill their chickens. 

About four o’clock the boys drew up beside a stooped 
man walking along the road. He was very friendly but 
tired looking, as if he had been guiding a plough all day. 

“Hello,” Joe greeted him, “Gan we give you a lift?” 

The farmer whipped out a red handkerchief to mpe 
Ms forehead. “Art’s the name. And thanks, but I turn 
down this lane.” 

Frank spoke of their interest in the woods. The man 
eyed tlie boys with a sceptical smile. 

“Them woods is a good place to stay clear of, I always 
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tell folks* Why, out yonder there’s a pit full of snakes: 
hundreds of ’em wriggling around like they was crazy!” 

■ .Frank and Joe looked at each other as the man con- 
tinued, ®‘Then there’s those wild ^ dogs, too* Ain’t never 
seen ’em, but on clear nights I hear ’em*” 

“Anybody live in North Woods?” Frank asked* 

“Not that I ever heard tell of, son.” 

The boys thanked the farmer and drove on to the 
next place. They found its owner as full of wild tides as 
his neighbour. He had been told that any humans or 
farm animals straying into the forest were never seen 
alive again, though their cries of agony could be heard 
for miles. 

“Did you ever hear any?” Franl^: asked. 

“No. But once I did hear a siren — ^like a fire-engine 
siren — and right after that there was a glow over the 
trees, just like the Northern Lights.” 

This man v^ras sure no one lived in the forest any 
longer. The whole area had been bought up by a 
lumber company yeai'S before, he told them. There 
were rumours that strangers had been seen on one of 
the old forest roads — ^surveyors, most likely. The boys 
drove olf, excited by what they had heard, 

“What do you think of that sircn-and-light story, 
Frank?” 

“If we hadn’t heard the siren ourselves, and seen the 
wolves, I’d say all the stories were yarns. Fm. sure the 
other rumours %vere circulated by people who want to 
keep visitors out of North Woods.” 

Joe was ail for going into the forest at once and having 
another look at the woHVnan’s place. 

Frank shook his head, “Nobody’d know-' where we 
were. And, anyway, an order from Dad is-—” 
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" ®®yo«*re rlgiit. Lef s -finish our job.” 
h: The boys made a complete circuit of the forest, but 

found no trails that looked as though^ they had recently 
been used. The only new clue the day had yielded was 
the matter of the unexplained lights. Both boys were 
puzzled. ■ 

“Joe, if s the second time "there^s been a connection 
between a sudden flash of lights and a wailing, siren,” 
Frank said. “Do you suppose the one that night on the 
ocean, when every light on the yacht suddenly blazed 
up, could have anything to do with North Woods?” 

' ■ Joe grinned. “You*re stretching my imagination, but 
you probably mean that the plane could have signalled 
and the lights were an answer both times?” 

“Exactly. When the siren wailed over North Woods, 
the trees were too thick for us to see any Hghts.” 

“But we didn’t hear a helicopter,” 

“That’s correct! So we’re right back where we 
started from, wliich is exactly nowhere.” 

Frank switched on tlie car radio, hoping for good 
news of Jack ¥/ayne. But again it was disappointing, 
and the announcer said hope for the fiier was waning. 
The Hardys were silent the rest of the way home, 

Frank pulled into the drive and drove the car into 
p the garage. He and Joe jumped out and made for the 
back steps, but the door swung open before they had 
reached it, Mrs Hardy came out, obviously agitated. 

“Frank! Joe!” she cried. “I’m so glad you’re back,” 

“Wliafs the matter, Mother?” 

“If s Chet, He’s been telephoning every few minutes 

“Why?” 

: “He’s in trouble. Needs your help right away I” ■ 


Mn Ustgent Plea 


Ohet in trouble again! 

“Did he say what about?” Joe asked. 

Mrs Hardy shook her head. “But he wants you to go 
right over to the farm.” ’ 

“I wonder if it has anything to do with the stolen 
riflesj” Frank mused. 

“We’ll soon find out,” Joe replied as he ran back 
towards the garage with Frank behind him. 

“Just a minute,” their mother called. “One of you 
has to go to the hotd. Sam Radley’s waiting for these 
letters.” She handed Frank several envelopes for Mr 
Hardy’s assistant, adding that the detective had some- 
tiling that he wanted brought back. 

“Okay,” Frank said. “Joe, you go to Chet’s. I'll be 
back here in twenty minutes. If you need any help at 
the Morton’s, ring me.” 

When Frank returned from the errand, he Ibund his 
mother even more disturbed than before. 

“Chet phoned again,” she said. “He told me what 
the trouble is. ActuaUy, it’s a family matter. Chet saes 
they must have two thousand five hundred dollars to- 
night. Mr Morton is away on business for the iSriiy- 
men’s League and Chet says his mottier bet's us to lend 
her at least two thousand dollars of it uniu he comes 

io8 
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home. The banks are open, this evening. Chet will drive 
over for the money in three-quarters of an hour. Poor 
boy, lie was so confused he could hardly' talk.” 

“Did . you ' talk to Mrs Morton^ Mother?” Frank 

asked. 

“N05 dear/® she replied. “Ghet said she couldn^t come 
to the telephone.” 

“Mother, you didn’t fall for a Hue like that!” Frank' 
exclaimed. “Chet’s mother would never ask for a loan 
of that much money ! ” 

Mrs Hardy looked at her tall son in amazement as he 
continued. 

, “The person who will call for the money will be the 
one who lost the two thousand dollars we found. This 
; -Is our chance to catch him I” 

Mrs Hardy was unconvinced. Despite the fact that 
she had the utmost confidence in Frank’s judgment, she 
was the type of woman, who, when a friend was in 
need, would make any sacrifice to help. Besides, she 
was - sure the. voice on the telephone had been' Chet’s. 

■ And he would not deliberately deceive her, 

“It’s something to do with a relative. Chet didn’t 
seem to want to explain, and I got the- feeling that the 
Mortons didn’t care to tell us why they needed the- 
ir'- money.” 

“All right,” her son said, putting an arm around his 
mother’s shoulder. “I know you’re generous and 
sympathetic, but we can easily check on Chet’s story. 

• I’m going to - telephone Joe. He should be at the 
. Mortons’ by this time.” 

He quickly dialled Chet’s number. . It was several 
.seconds before the boy picked lip^ the receiver.- 

“Iie.ilo? . . . Frank?” 
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Joe there? Put liim on,” 

, .**Y“yes,” . ' 

"Say, Joe, . what’s this story about borrowing 
money? If s not a phoney?” 

"It isn’t phoney,” Joe replied. “I believe we ought 
to lend the Mortons the money.” 

"What! Where’s Mrs Morton?” 

"Out. She’s getting the other five hundred dollars.” 

"You really think we should do this?” Frank asked, 

"Yes.” 

"All right. Tell diet I’ll bring it out.” 

"No, don’t do that,” Joe replied. "Chet will pick it 
up.” 

“You’re coming, too?” 

"Sure.” 

Frank hung up. He was perplexed. Maybe the 
request was legitimate, after all. 

As a result of the conversation, Mrs Hardy hastened 
to her desk in the corner of the living-room. She drew 
out her savings account book and filled out a with- 
drawai form. 

Fler son put the book and withdrawal slip in hk 
pocket, and hurried down the street. "I have an uneasy 
feeling about this,” he told Iiimself as he entered the 
bank. “I hope Joe hasn’t been fooled.” 

He laid the book and withdrawal form on a teller’s 
counter. When the clerk looked up and recognized 
Frank, he lifted his eyebrows. 

“How do you want this?” he asked. 

"In twenty-doliar bills,” Frank said. "And please 
make a record of the serial numbers.” 

The teller glanced at Frank with a smile. “This is a 
departure from your usual mysteries, isn’t it, Frank? 
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on the collecting end, instead of the 

ft’ paying end.”^ . , 

Frank nodded. The teller made a list of . the serial 
numbers and gave the boy a. duplicate.' Then he 
stamped the book and handed Frank the money. As h,e 
started home^ Frank remembered the night. he had 'been 
attacked and Mdnapped on .his way to the . baseball 
game. With such a large sum of money on- him lie did 
not want to take the risk of being held up. 

He stopped at headquarters and asked Chief Collig 
for a police escort. He was tempted to tell Goliig about 
Ms suspicions, but decided tlm might embarrass the 
B Mortons. It would be better to call upon Biff and Tony 
to carry out the next part of his plan. 

After being driven home in a police car, Frank tele- 
phoned Biff and Tony, He asked them to drive at once 
to the, road that led past the Morton farm,. When diet 
and Jo,e left there, they were to warn the boys if anyone 
, ■ followed them. In any case, Biff and Tony were to keep 
an eye on .Chet until he got home again. 

The boys readily agreed. Tony said he would start at 
once and pick up Biff. 

To Frank, the next half hour ticked by as If every 
second were a day. He breathed a sigh of rcli<d’'vv'!ien the 
^ stutter of Chet’s jalopy told Mm the boy was down the 
sti*eet, Frank rushed to the kerb, the envelope with the 
money in has pocket. 

The car made its way erratically down the street, 
weaving as if the driver were not in full control of his 
faculties, Chet stopped the car and stared at Frank as 
if he had never seen him before. His round, full face 
was damp with perspiration, and his eyes revealed a 
terrible fear that made Ms hands tremble on tiic wheel. 

!% 
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*®Wliat*s the matter, the .trouble bad?”> 
Frank asked. “Gome inside and we’ll talk it over.” 

“No— "HO,” Chet pleaded. “Give me the money and 
lel: me gel back home as quick as I can,” 

“Where’s Joe?” 

Chet did not reply for a second, then he whispered, 
“He — file’s coming.” 

. “Can’t you stop' in for a minute ? I’d like to ask you a 
few questions,” 

Chet’s double chin quivered as he gulped. His 
mouth was so dry he could hardly rasp out, “Please, 
please, Frank. No. No, I tell you I have to go. Give me 
the money.” 

When Frank drew the envelope from his pocket, 
Chet snatched it from his hand, 

“Chet, you ...” 

“Goodbye!” the frightened boy fairly squealed. 

The old car lurched forward and rumbled down the 
street. 

As he entered the house again, Frank realised that 
Chet must be in a state of shock brought about by 
severe worry. How serious was the Morton trouble? 
Maybe Joe would be able to tell him, when he came. 

Alter twenty minutes had passed and his brother had 
still not returned, Frank became anxious. 

“I’ll phone the farm,” he decided, Mrs Morton 
answered. 

“This is Frank. Is Joe there?” 

“Why, no,” was the reply. “I haven*t seen Mm.” 

“Is Chet home yet?” 

“No.” 

“Wehj he has the money,” Frank said, 

“Money?” Mrs Morton’s voice sounded casual. 
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- ‘^®Tiie money you' asked for. I gave if to Chet.” . 

There was silence for a moment^' “I - don*t under- 
standj Frank, I didn’t ask for any money,” 

■ The boy groaned. His hunch had been' right. What 
he had suspected might be a swindle had turned out to 
be one. What a fool he had been! 

And what had happened to Chet and Joe ? 


Twm Mnmkomts' 


Singe Mrs Morton knew nothing about the strange 
request for moneyj Frank decided he had better not 
alarm her before investigating further. Drawing a deep 
breath, he said : 

“When you see diet and Joe, will you have them 
get in touch with me right away, Mrs Morton?” 

“Yes, Frank, But what about the money?” 

“Chet can explain that better than I can,” Frank 
replied. He said goodbye and hung up, 

Mrs Hardy overheard the conversation and im- 
mediately became alarmed, even though Frank tried to 
reassure her. 

“Oh, why didn’t I listen to you? I’ve been so 
gullible,” she said tearfully. 

Frank’s next move was to contact Biff and Ibny. 
Frank’s hands were moist with anxiety as he dialled 
Biff’s number. The lanky boy answered. 

“Hi, Frank!” he said, “We followed Ghet. Every- 
thing’s okay.” 

“But Ghet hasn’t arrived home.” 

“Sure he did,” Biff insisted. “We saw him drive into 
'Mslane*” 

“Did you watch Iiira go into the house ?” 

Biff admitted he had not, and at no time had he seen 
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Joe. He and Tony , had followed the jalopy to within a 
block of tlie Hardy house, he said. They had waited on 
a side street until Chet began his homeward trip. Then 
they had followed the rickety - car until the stout boy 
had turned into his drive, whereupon they had driven 
back to Bayport. 

®®Did you see Joe^s car anywhere?®’ ■ 

“No.” 

Before Biff could say more, the telephone operator 
cut in. “There’s an urgent call for Mr Frank Hardy,” 
she said, 

“Fil take it,” Frank said, his heart beating faster. 

No sooner had Biff hung up than Mrs Morton’s 
voice said excitedly, “Frank, something awful has hap- 
pened to Chet.” 

“What!” 

neighbour carried him in—unconscious. He was 
lying in the drive beside his cai”. I’ve just called our 
doctor!” 

“I’ll be right out there, Mrs Morton!” 

Frank stopped only long enough to tell liis mother 
where iic was going and to phone for a taxi. 

A little while later he was bounding up the farmhouse- 
steps. Chet’s mother met him at- the door, her face pale 
with anxiety, 

“He’s on the sofa,” she said, leading die way. “Oh, 
I wish the doctor would get here 1” 

Frank looked at his friend. Chet’s face was as white 
as the damp cloth that lay on his forehead. Beneath 
the compress could be seen the outline of a bump the 
size of an. egg. 

“He received an awful blow,” Mrs Morton said. 

. Trank knelt beside his friend. .“Who hit you, Chet?” 
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Tie reply was a string of jumbled words. As Frank 
Kstenedj ho began to realize the stark truth of the situa- 
tion,. Qiiickly he searched Ghet*s pockets. The envelope 
with the money had gone ! 

. At that moment the tyres of a car sounded ia the 
drive. Dr Brown hurried in. As he set his black bag on a 
chair and began his examination of Ghetj, tb.e worrisome 
tlioiight that maybe Joe also had met with foul play 
prompted Frank to hurry outside. 

Catching sight of the Hardy convertible parked 
next to the Mortons’ barn, he ran towards it, Joe wm 
not in the car. Just as Frank was wondering w'here to 
look next, he heard a low moan. It seemed to come 
from the bam. 

Qiiickly he pushed open die sliding door and 
snapped on a light, almost stumbling over a prone 
figure as he did so. It was his brother, tied hand and 
foot and barely conscious. A tiiin stream of blood 
trickled down one side of his face from a wound above 
tile temple. 

After ripping open Joe’s collar and untying his bonds, 
Frank revived the semi-conscious boy. As Joe struggled 
to a sitting position, he pressed a hand to ids head. 

“Ow!” he said. ‘T can still feel that pistol butt. 
Where’s Chet?” 

Frank told him, “And the doctor had better look at 
you, too,” he said. 

*T’ii be ail right,” Joe said, getting up. 

As the boys walked slowly from the barn, Joe gave 
an account of his harrowing experience, Wlieii he had 
arrived at the Mortons’, a tall masked man v/ith. a gun 
had met him at the door. When Joe had resisted, the 
masked stranger threatened that if his orders w-cre not 
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caiTied out^ diet’s sister lola would never return home* 
Joe did not know that Gliet had akeadybeen told the 

same story 

“I was helpless,” Joe said. ‘'When you rang, I 
wanted to tell the truth, but the man was holding a 
gun against my libs.” 

**How did you get knocked out ?” Frank queried. 

®*Wheri Chet left for town, the man wouldn’t let me 
go. I tried to sneak olf to our car, but he liit me with ills 
pistol butt. That’s all I remember until you found me.” 

The boys went to the house. They entered the living” 
room just as the doctor finished bandaging Chet’s 
head. 

*Tt’s only a bad bruise,” he said. “But the boy must 
be kept quiet. Don’t question him until after he has had 
a complete rest.” ■ , > 

Dr Brown examined Joe’s head, pronouncing him all 
right, but advising a good night’s rest. As the doctor 
drove off, two policemen arrived. Mrs Morton had 
summoned them. Joe stayed long enough to report all 
he knew, then the Hardys went home. 

When the boys confirmed the loss of the money, their 
mother was inconsolable. Then, bracing herseU^ she 
said she was thankful Joe and diet were safe. 

Frank went to telephone Biff. Tony was there, and 
the two became greatly disturbed over the news. 

“I can’t help iecling that we’re responsible for botch-* 
ing the whole thing,” Biff said woefully. 

“Of course you weren’t,” Frank replied. “Nobody 
could have knouni what was going to happen. But you 
can liclp us by supplying any clues you can think of.” 

Biff recalled that a car without lights had been 
parked a short way off the road near the Morton farm* 
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Bifl* and Tony thought it had been empty when they 
passed it, but perhaps it had not been. 

Frank was so excited that he nanaiiicd awake until 
two o’clock. The thieves had struck because they could 
not get their hands on the money at police headquarters. 
They must be captured before they could strike again! 

The first step was to consult liis father’s assistant, 
Sam Radley, Early the next morning he telephoned the 
man atdaisdrotel. 

“Tranky^Radiey said, after hearing the whole story, 
“tliis is a mighty serious case. Assault and battery are 
bad enough, not to mention grand larceny. We’ll go 
into this thoroughly, 1*11 be ready to leave here in an 
hour.” 

The boys picked liim up and they drove to the spot 
where the empty car had stood, 

“Say, Joe,” Frank said, “do these tyre prints mean 
anything to you?” 

Joe bent down to examine them. “1*11 say they do. 
Same kind as the car that followed the Morton truck 
after it iiad been stolen.” 

“We’il look for more clues,” sjud Sarn Radley, 
pulling a detective’s field kit from his pocket. 

Using a magnifying glass and tape measure, he went 
over evei^' inch of the ground and nearby bushes, 
gathering up samples of earth which he placed on 
laboratory slides. Next he went to work on an analysis of 
what he had found. It was not long before he said : 

“All set, fellows. I think we know whom to look for: 
Two men. One tall, with reddish hair.” 

“That blasts my idea that it was the fake salesman 
with the blond hair,” Joe remarked, 

“The other man was short and has an uJieven walk^,-' 
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Radley went on.^ ®*Th.e red-haired fellow drove the car^ 
which is a new Hue one with a scratch on tlie driver^s 
door/® ■ . . . 

^ Joe exclaimed., “How did yon figure aE 

thatj Sam..?”' , , ■ : 

' “I simply translated some clues, I found,’* he said, his 
eyes twinlding. 

“Let’s have them.”, 

“We know the driver was red-haired because I found 
two of his hairs on a branch of those hazel bushes 
v/hich brushed against the door where he stepped out 
of the car. Also, his stride was long, wMch means he’s 
taU. The other man’s footprints were short and un- 
even, The impressions made by one of the feet is deeper 
than, the other. He has a slight limp.” 

“The man who left the letter at die Mws office!” Joe 
exclaimed. ■ ; ■ 

“How do you know all that about the car?” Frank 
■asked." ' ' ■• 

“WeE, I measured the wheel base and there are 
some exhaust stains on the grass. The two figures give 
me the size. I found blue paint flecks under where the 
driver’s door v^oiild have been, and on a broken-ofif 
twig, which means there’s probably a scratch on the 
car door. So tlxere it is.” 

“The driver was the tall feflow who knocked out 
Ghet and me,” Joe surmised. 

“We’JI see Ghet next,” the detective said, 

“I hope he’s awake and can talk,” said Frarik. 

When they entered 'die Morton house, they found 
Ghet wide awake, lying on the sofa. He had a large tray 
oflunch on a chair , beside him. 

'.“Ghet’s coming along -fine,” Mrs.Morton said with a 
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laugh. “Whenever Ms Appetite rtiturnSj, I know he’s 

llu5 Hardys and Sam Radley began to lire questions 
at the l;)oy, lliey learned frcjm liim that tlic tall man 
h;ai eoine to the house when Chet was alone, and a.t 
gunpoint had fore<id the dchnicadess youth to <au'ry out 
tin; extortion scheme. The man had hoped to get hollj, 
Frank and Jo<i to the farm, but: when h'rank had iitayed 
at home, the thief had changed liis plan of attack. 

“He told me I’d be followed every minute,” Chet 
said. “One of his pals was hiding in the boot of the 
jalopy when i drove to your house. He said he’d shoot 
me if I went inside the house, or told you anything, 

“When I got back here,” Chet went on, “some- 
body jumped from a bush in our drive and hit me.” 

“Do yt)u know what the man in your jalopy looked 
like?” Sam Radley asked. 

.. ■ “No,” . 

“All right. I’ll call the police and tell them what 
happened. They can put out an alert for the two men 
and the blue car.” With that, Radley went to the te!e« 
'.phone. 

Frank continued to question Chet. “Think hard, 
Ghetl Didn’t you get any clue at alii*” 

“Well, maybe I did. Just when I was seeing stars, I 
heard someone say, “Die take-off’s tomorrow at 
eleven.’ ” 

Joe glanced at his watch. “It’s tcn-tliii'ty now!” he 
exclaimed. 


TmmMe st Sea 


The Hardys immediately recalled the incident of the 
missing Jack Wayne and his plane. Were Chet and 
Joe^s attackers in some way connected with the hi- 
jacker? ■ 

Joe telephoned the local airport and spoke to a man 
there who knew the Hardys. The boy suggested tliat all 
pilots flying out at eleven be on guard against trouble. 
He also asked if there were any strangers in a private 
plane waiting to take oft'. 

“There’s no flight scheduled out of here at eleven, 
either commercial or private,” he was told. ^ 

Joe contacted the two other nearby airports. A jet 
was leaving from the second, and every precaution 
would be taken. The Hardys waited at the Morton 
farm until noon, but no incident was reported from 
either field. 

“Probably the message meant eleven o’clock to- 
night,” Frank said, and called the airports again to re- 
.new the warning.- 

As the afternoon wore on and Mr Hardy did not 
return, the boys gave up die idea of going to North 

Woods . that day. 

“How about driving to the airports, and doing a 
little checking?” Frank suggested. Everydiing, how- 
^everg was routine at the public airports. Nothing had 
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been beard of Wayne or of his plane. And no plane 
had been chartered for a flight that evening. The boys 
came away disappointed. 

By dinnertime Frank and Joe had reached the coa- 
elusion that if the remark had anything to do with a 
plane, it must be a private one that would take ofi' at 
eleven, and probably from a private flying field. 

Frank declared, **Froni. whafs happened so far — 
wallet, plane, that yacht blinking its lights off and on, 
and the wailing siren — I believe there might be some- 
tiling doing out at sea. Suppose we wait out there to- 
night to find out” 

Joe agreed. After dinner the boys told their mother 
and aunt of the pi’oposed trip. Before Mrs Hai dy could 
express herself on the subject, Aunt Gertrude said 
excitedly: 

“Take your two-way radio and keep in touch. If 
anybody bothers you, I’ll give him a piece of my mind !” 

The boys promised to take the set. Reluctantly Mrs 
Hardy agreed to then' going. Just before dark, they left 
for their boathouse, carrying binoculars as well as the 
radio. Joe unloosed the moorings and they shoved off, 

The motor purred into action, but the young detec- 
tives decided on a trial spin before heading towards Ihe 
open sea. 

“She’s okay,” Frank called, after the boys had 
circled the bay a few times. 

He guided the motorboat out of the inlet, which, they 
had negotiated so perilously the evening of the storm. 
Tonight the sea was as smooth as a new highway. Stars 
twinkled in the cloudless sky, but tliere was little light 
from the thin crescent moon. 

“Oh, oh,” Joe said presently, “We’d better not for- 
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get Amit Gertrude^” He pulied up the collapsible 
antenna and switched on the two-way radio. 

Aunt Gertrude. Ate you listening?’* Then he turned 
the selector to hear her answer. 

The receiver crackled with staticj which was fol- 
lowed by an imperious voice, “Listening! IVe been 
waiting an hour. Where are you boys?” 

“On a calm sea, Notliing to worry about,” 

The boys did not know whether what they heard 
was static or Aunt Gertrude snorting. 

As Joe clicked off the set, he heard another motor- 
boat and glanced back. He noticed moving red and 
green lights not far away. 

*T’m afraid we’re being followed!” he said to his 
brother, 

Frank peered across their churning wake. The 
strange boat was gaming rapidly on them. He let out 
the throttle all the way, and the Sleuth leaped forward 
like a frightened rabbit. 

For a few minutes it seemed as if they were putting 
distance between the two crafts. But the space gradually 
diminished. Joe turned on the radio. 

“Aunt Gertrude, %ve think we’re being followed by 
anotlier boat. It’s overtaking us. I’m going to liide the 
radio until we find out what’s going on. Let you know 
later what happens.” 

He had barely collapsed the aerial and liiddcn the 
radio when the prow of a powerful speedboat pulled 
alongside them. Two men were in it. 

“Stop!” one of them shouted. 

Frank tried to get a good look at the strangers, but 
both of them wore hats pulled down low and collars 
turned up. , ... 


1^4 the wailing siren mystery 

One of tlie men gi*abbed the side of the Skuih and 
beamed a torch on the name plate, “Turn round and 
go hack!” he commanded sharply, 

“What for?” Joe said cheerfully. “Ganh; a, couple of 
fellows have some fun?” 

“You guys can have some fiiii arhorCj” the man 

sneered. “Do what I tell you, or else!” 

“We’re just out for a spin,” Frank said as ligiit*' 
heartedly as he could under the conditions. “But we 
don’t like being ordered to go home. Who are you, 
anyway?” 

“It’s not for kids to ask questions,” said the man, 
vaulting into the Sleuth. 

lie was several inches over six feet and as burly as a 
bear. Menacingly he approached Joe 

“Are you going to scram?” 

“No.” 

The man lunged at Joe, who tried to grapple with 
him, Frank sprang to his brother’s defence, but before 
he could clamp a hold on the stranger, the assailant 
had pitched Joe far over the side of the boat. After a 
brief struggle Frank followed. The H ardys bobbed to 
the surface several feet from the boats, 

Frank hissed into Joe’s car, “Pretend we can’t swim.” 

The boys thrashed about madly, crying for help. 

As the big man leaped back into his owai boat, Joe 
heard him laugh and shout to his companion : 

“That sure w^as easy. Let’s go and report to the Ijoss.” 

“Shall we take their boat in low?” asked the other. 

“The tide’ll take care of that, pal,” the big man 
shouted. “We’ve done what we were ordcied to do. 
Let’s scram!” 

Frank and Joe forced themselves beneath the suriace 
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of the water several timesj gi.ving a genuine appearauce 
of drowning. When the men saw this, they gave satisfied 
grunts and sped off. 

By this time the lights of the bobbing Sleuth were 
: farther away. 

'‘We“ll really have to swim for it,” Frank said. 

With steady, powerful strokes, the Hardys made for 
tlicir drifting boat. They reached it together and hauled 
themselves over the side. Tumbling into the bottom, 
they lay still for a moment to catch their breath. 

“We’d better turn off our lights,” Frank said, reach- 
ing for the switch. 

After everything had been quiet for several minutes, 
Joe reached for the radio and turned it on. In a hoarse 
whisper he said, “Aunt Gertrude, are you still there?” 

“Yes,” came the answer. “Frank! Joe! Are you all 
right?” .. 

When her nephew reported what had happened, Miss 
Hardy gasped. 

“I knew something would happen. I was just about 
to send the police launch. Did those pirates iea\>'e ?” 

“Yes. We fooled ’em. As soon as we’re sure they can’t 
hear our engine, we’re going farther out,” Joe said, and 
svdtched off the set. 

A few minutes later Frank started the engine and 
guided the Sleuth into deeper water. Not a boat was in 
sight, but a few minutes later they could just make out 
twinkling lights in the distance. 

Joe pulled out the binoculars he had brought along. 
“It looks like the yacht we saw the night of the storm,” 
he reported. “Listen!” 

A siren was wmling! Its hollow, mournful sound 
rose to a crescendo and wailed across the sea. 
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Jiast as suddenly came the roar of a helicopter. 
Frank and Joe glanced at the Sieuih^s clock. It was 
eleven-fifteen. ■ . • 

As the boys listened, the sound of the helicopter grew 
louder. The Hardys peered into the sky but could not 
see anything. Apparently the helicopter wm travelling 

without lights. 

■ “The same setup as the other night!” Frank cried 
excitedly. 

‘T see it!” Joe shouted. 

The rotor blades twirled lazily as the helicopter 
came lower and lower. 

“We*d better scram!” Joe cried out. 

Frank was about to turn the Sleuth when the siren 
•wailed again. To the boys* relief the helicopter moved 
•off, 

“Fll bet that was a signal,” Fi-ank said. “Bo you 
suppose that yacht , , . ?” 

His question went unfinished as a flash of light came 
from the direction of the yacht. Then darkness again. 

The helicopter was edging off in the direction of the 
yacht. “That must have been a signal flare!” 

“X^et’s go closer. I’ll tell Aunt Gertrude what’s going 
on,” Joe said. 

By mistake he clicked the receiving switch. Suddenly 
Miss Hardy’s voice crackled over the radio. 

“Boys, are you there? I have an important mes- 
■ ^.sage — ■” 

Joe switched to the sender. “Yes, we’re here. Some- 
filing’s doing.” 

“Well, leave it and come home. Your father is back 
m town and wants you.” 

“We can’t come now,” 
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^''There’s been a burglary at a factory. Part of the 
money stolen from C3het was found there.’* ■ 

“Switch that off!”' Frank, commanded as he cut the 
Sleutkh tngimi, : ■ ■ 

He had observed a launch speeding towards them- 
irom the direction, of the yacht. 

“If it’s those same men, we’re sunk this time,” Joe 
•said, hiding. the radio once again. . 

The boys counted on the darkness to conceal the 
SkutL There was a bright light on the yacht now. The 
helicopter was directly over it. A wire ladder dangled 
from the chopper, A man was de.scending it. 

“Great crow!” Joe exclaimed. “I’ll bet the wallet we 
found ivas dropped from that helicopter!” 

“Get down!” Frank warned as Joe craned his neck 
.to see better. 

.' He ducked- to the bottom of the Sleuth just as the 
launch’s searchlight swept across it. Before it swung 
back, the Hardys had covered themselves TOth tar- 
paulin to avoid detection. The light was trained 
steadily on the Sleuth as the yacht rushed towards it. 

There came the sound of a loud splash. It was- 
followed -by a string of oaths from the yacht, which was 
now almost beside the Sleuth 

A muffled voice from the other craft gave them a 
clue. “There goes five thousand dollars. The boss’ll pin 
somebody’s, ears back for this.” 

“For ten thousand I wouldn’t be in that guy’s shoes,” 
came a gi'uif reply. “Bad enough to lose that wallet. 
Well,: let’s . take a look at that boat.” 

Through a crack in the tarpaulin Joe could see that 
the rays of the launch’s searchlight were probing every 
corner of the Sleuth for signs of Kfe. 
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”Jiist a driftin* boat. Prob’Iy the one those kids had 
who got drowned. Yes, this is it-~4iie Skuth ” 

At that moment a wailing sound Oiled tlje sdi,, 

“There’s the siren,” die graif voice said, “We ain’t 
got much time.” 

“Fm goiid to hop in and take a look, anyway,” the 
persistent fellow replied. “I might find .somethin’ 
worth takinh” 

*T ain’t so sure. Last time we hit port, Rcnny — ” 

“Shut up ! I’m goin’ to take a look.” 

The Hardys felt the Sleuth lurch as one of the men 
leaped over the side. 

The boys held their breaths, fearful that even the 
pounding of their hearts might be heard. 

“Hey! I found a radio-one of them two-way jobs,” 
the man said. “I’ll see if it works.” 

He clicked it on. The next instant a woman’s voice 
cried out clearly: 

“This is Aunt Gertrude. Frank and Joe Hardy, why 
don’t you answer me ? Do you need any help ?” 

The man shut the set off and gave a low laugh, “Well, 
Mr Hai'dy, tell Aunt Gertrude for me they’ve gone to 
Davy Jones’s locker.” 

There was a loud, coarse guffaw. “Bring that radio! 
Maybe we’ll hear something from the big dick himself. 
He’s getting too hot.” 

The man handed the radio across the water. The 
Sleuth swayed as he took a long step backwards. His 
foot planted itself squarely on Frank’s back! 


CaugMi 


Instinctively Frank let out a stilled gasp as the in- 
fruder’s iieel dug into his ribs. 

The tarpaulin covering was ripped olf. A hairy 
sailor towered over him. 

"‘Ha!’* the man shouted in anger. “One of the Hardy 
boys! Jeff v/as wrong. You didn’t drown!” 

He reached down^ grabbed Frank and pulled the boy 
to his feet. 

“Til knock you cold before I toss you over. Then you 
won’t never come back to life!** lie threatened. 

Frank watched. As the big fellow cocked Iiis arm, the 
youth caught a glimpse of Joe peeling olT the canvas 
covering and rising behind the burly thug. 

The man in the launch saw the move, too. “There’s 
another kid !’* he shouted. 

His warning came too late. Belbre the huge fist 
could start its forward journey, Frank, with the agility 
of a tiger, delivered a shove to his assailant’nS mid- 
section. As the man teetered, Joe lunged against the 
back of his legs. 

The sailor keeled over like a falling tree, his head 
cracking agair»st the gunwale. He rolled over on his face, 
moaned and lay still in the bottom of the SleuiL 

So swiftly had die blow been struck that the man In 
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tlic launch staredj speechless. He icaclicd towards the 
dashboard and pressed a button. Tlieiij letting out a 
shrill yells lie made a flying leap for the !Bardys, He 
landed in the Sleuth simnltancously with a riiinbling 
noise that quickly rose to u wail. 

“He\s set ofl'a siren!’’ Joe cried out. 

Frank plunged into the fellow^ knocking him on top 
of his henchman, Joe flung himseM'inlo the inclec, aod 
together the boys pinned him down. 

Above the din they heard another siren. *'Tli.e 
yacht’s answering!” Frank cried. 

The prisoner beneath the boywS snarled and puffed. 

“Save your strength,” Frank retorted. “You’ll need 
it for the swim back.” 

“Let’s tic him up and take him with us,” Joe sug- 
gested'. “That’ll make two prisoners who may be able 
to help us solve the riddle of tiic 'W'^ailing siren.” 

“No.” Frank said. “CmTying both of them will 
make too much weight for the SUuIIl We’re going to 
have to run for it and we’ll need every bit of speed. I 
tliink our one prisoner will tell us enough.” 

From across the water a speedboat churned rapidly 
in their direction. 

“Here you go, .sailor!” Frank said. 

The boys lifted the struggling man over the side of 
the SlmtL He hit the water with a flat splash. Splutter- 
ing, he started swimming to^vards the hiiuich wiiich 
had drifted some yards away. 

Instantly Joe took the wheel and started the Slenlh??> 
engine. As it leaped into action, Fratflt yanked a life 
jacket from a locker. Bending over their prisoner, he 
thrust the man’s limp arms into it and buckled Ore 
straps. 
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^ “Wliat arc you doing?” Joe shouted. 

"This fellow may have to be our secret weapoUj,” 

Frank replied, 

; “How?” 

, Bcfcirc Frank could explaiiij the searchlight from the 

I lauEch suddenly started to move across tlie water. The 
‘ sailor had reached his own boah climbed irij and was 

I?:, after them I. 

“Gi-eat crow!” Joe exclaimed, “We can’t m.ake it, 
.1: .. Frank, with two boats after usl” 

: ' ^ “Don’t be too , sure.” 

Frank kept a wary eye on tlic unconscious man 
f' beside him, at the same time listening to the racing 
j engine of the Sleuth, His insistence upon perfection in 
; its engine was paying dii/idends. Joe made a beeline 
for the inlet. Although they were outdistancing the 
launch, the speedboat was creeping up. Suddenly there 
■ was a shot. 

“They’re firing at us!” Joe shouted. 

Their prisoner began to revive. He twisted from 
side to ride, mumbiing. Frank could catch nothing 
intelligible. It sounded like crack — gun — crack, 

Frank watched the man carefully to remain master 
of the situation. He felt in the captive’s pockets for 
weapons, or something that might identify him with 
tlie gang of smugglers or kidnappers. He found noth- 
ing. 

“If tlie mao in the speedboat gets too dose, I’m 
going to turn about and ram him!” Joe cried. 

“You won’t have to.” 

“How the dickens are we going to beat iiim? Look 
at Mm gain on us!” 

“There’s your answer!” Frank pointed to their 
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prisoner. As tlie speedboat raced io head off* the 
Slmth before she cowld make the Harrow liileb he 
shouted,^ ‘‘Now^s the time!”. 

H<; helped the 'man to his feet “You okay?” he 
asked. . , 

“Sure. Why—?” The sailor sutkleuiy reali^^ed what 

was about to iiappeii. His fist shot out. 

But Frank was ready for him. He dodged^ caught the 
sailor off balance and pushed him into the sea. 

“Now’s our chance!” he shouted. “Run for Joe!” 

Over the roar of the engine the boys heard a shout. 
Immediately the speedboat throttled down and came 
alongside the swimming sailor. At the same moment, 
die launch made a quick turn and barely avoided 
running down the man in tlic water. The boys could 
hear the engine going into reverse. 

Joe urged the Sleuth to its top speed amd grinned at lias 
brother. “Your secret weapon worked great!” 

But the man in the launtdi did not give up the chase. 
After standing by to see that the sailor w^as picked up, 
he renewed the pursuit. The gun went into action 
again, and the boys crouclied low. Bullet after bullet 
sang over their heads or spat into the waves. Joe was 
zigzagging the course. 

“He’s reeilly pouring it on,” Joe said grimly. 

“Gosh, if we only had our radio, J oe, v/c could have 
told Aunt Gertrude to notify the Coast Guard.” 

Again the launch wtis gaining on them. The speed- 
boat had turned back towards the dim hulic of the 
yacht. 

“If we can only make the bay,” Frank tliougiit, “I 
knov/ of plenty of places to hide where the water’s 
shallow and that launch can’t follow us.” 



THE WAIUNO SIREN 'MYSTORY 


133 


“Here—we~are!^* Joe shouted. 

He applied a stiff left rodder. The Sknth took 
the torn like a champion and sped through the mouth 
of Barmet Bay* 

A cove luy a quarter of a mile ahead, llie 
racing Sleuth reached it and turned in. There was no 
sign of the pursuing launch. 

“We lost them!” Joe cried in relief. ‘T thought they 
had usi Too bad about our prisoner. He might have 
told us a lot.” 

“He didn*t have a thing in his pockets,” said Frank. 
“And besides, he probably wouldn’t have talked. We’d 
better phone the Coast Guard right away,” 

Joe docked at an all-night waterfront restaurant in 
the inlet. Frank jumped out and rushed for a phone. 
W^hen he had finished his detailed report, the lieuten- 
ant said, “We’Ii dispatdi a boat at once to look for the 
speedboat and the launch. And I’ll notify our stations 
along the coast to go i-iftcr that yacht and also check on 
the helicopter, Fll get in touch with Police Chief 
Coliig too.” 

A few minutes later Joe guided the Sleuth to their 
boathouse. When the brot’ners arrived home, the 
Hardy house was brightly lit and alive wdth excite- 
ment. 

“It’s you! Thank goodness!” Aunt Gertrude ex- 
claimed, , . 

Briefly Frank and Joe explained what had happened 
to them. In turn tliey asked for particulars about the 
burglars at the factory, and whether their father had 
.reported anything further. 

. : Mrs Hardy answered. “You’re to stand by 

until he rings. In the meantime you’d.better get to bed.” 
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As tbe boys wore puttmg ob pajamas a little latej 
Frank said he thought ihe house should be guarded* 

®*That gang may still try something despera.tc— and 
before morning.” He slipped into slacks and moccasins, 
going downstairs/® he said. 

“Fll take a-tnrn later/® Joe told Mm,, call me if 
you hear anything.** 

It was nearly two o’clock when Frank halted at a side 
window that looked out on the drive. As he peered 
through the narrow space, he drew back quickiy. Was it 
an illusion, or did he detect a motion in the bushes 
beside die garage? 

Every muscle in the boy’s body tensed as he watched. 
The bushes parted and a man looked out. The dark 
figure stood motionless as if to listen, then made a 
**come~on** motion witli his hand. Immediately the 
bushes parted again and a second figure emerged from 
the shadows. Together they tiptoed towards the house, 
hugging the shadows, 

Frank raced upstairs to summon Joe, 'Fhe younger 
boy, rousing instantly, hopped into slacks and moc- 
casins and hastened downstairs. 

**There tiiey are!” Frank whispered, pointing to tlie 
space below the blind of the side window. “They’re 
coming to the back door.” 

“They can’t open it.” 

*T unlocked it. We’ll jump ’em,” 

“Good strategy.” 

The boys tiptoed into the Idtchen and stood b^nd 
the door. Soon they heard a low voice say: 

, " ' “We can’t fail tins time, WeVe got to get Hardy’s 
reporfai . . 

*‘We’II try the door, then one of the windows.” The 
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kfiob turned. “V¥iiat do you know? They left this door 
unlocked.” 

The door opened slowly. 

“Okay !” came a lioarse whisper. “This way. Doift 
make a sound. And watch out for the two boys.” 

As a dark figure appeared in the doorway, Joe 
charged like a young bull, hitting the intruder a solid 
blow and tumbling him out on to the steps. 

Frank followed with a flying tackle in the direction of 
the second man, but missed him. He dashed off through 
the yard and vaulted the hedge. Frank went after 
■Mm, 

Joe was still grappling with the man on the steps. 
The struggling prisoner suddenly jack-knifed his knees 
and was about to deliver a vicious kick at the boy’s head 
when the kitchen light went on and a voice shouted: 

■ “Don’t you dare!” 

A rush of footsteps was instantly followed by a sharp 
blow, and the man went limp as an empty glove. Joe 
jumped up. 

The light from the kitchen revealed Aunt Gertrude, 
her brother’s walking stick in her right hand, standing 
over the prone figure. 

“Try to harm my nephew, will you ?” she said, wav- 
ing the cane menacingly. 

As the man moaned and tried to sit up, Joe gasped. 
The fellow was tall and had red hair ! 

“You!” the boy cried out. “The man who knocked 
out my friend Chet and me and took our money!” 

The prisoner glared. “I don’t know what you’re 
talldn’ about,” he muttered weakly, 

“Oh, yes, you do,” Joe said. Aunt Gertrude handed 
Mrn a rope and he bound the intruder’s arms and legs. 


S3 
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'*YouVe one of the gang my father's after* You’re 
simiggling rifles out of tills :Comitry.” 

For an instant there- was a look of guilty surprise on 
the man's face, -then lie denied ever having lj,card of 
.such a thing. 

‘ By tills' time Mrs Hardy had -ariivec! cm the sciciie, 
and suggested they go -inside the ho'iise. 

“Tills is all a mistake, lady T’ the prisoner pleaded. 
“We’ll let the police decide that.” 

Before they could telephone headquarters, Frank 
■came riisliing into the house. “You’ve got him I” he 
cried, seeing the prisoner. “That practically proves- we 
have the right carl” 

“What car?” Joe asked. 

■■ Frank explained that when he chased the red- - 
haired' man’s -companion -along the street behind the 
-house, the fellow hadxtarted to cross over to a parked 
car. He had changed Ms mind when two policemen 
loomed up beside it, and he had sped on. 

: “Was he caught?” 

“No. He was too quick for Snuiff and Eiley and 
me.” ' 

“Smuff and Riley?” 

- Frank, nodded. “They- were given tins beat to patrol, . 
and actually found a blue cm witir a scratch on the 
door. It fits the description of die one parked near 
Chet’s farm,” 

The prisoner’s jaw opened in astonishment. Frank 
went on,- “If -he". won’t tell us. who he is, the motor 
vehicle department will.” 

“It’s not my carl” the man cried out. “It belongs 
to . , Suddenly he realized he had said too much, 
and from then on kept sullenly silent. 
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*‘Wli.ere are Siniiff and Riley?”' Amt Gertrude 
asked» “Bring tliem here to take this — ^this.cnt-tliroat 
away!” ' . ■ 

Officer Riley came in^ puffing frora the exertion of 
pushing the car round the corner. Smuff was guarding 
it at die 

“A prisoner^ eh?” Riley beamed. “You sure got him 
tied up for delivery.” He laughed at his own joke. 
“Wellj 111 take him to headquarters.” 

“Just a minutej” Frank said. “I believe the rest of 
the gang may have been brought .in by the Coast 
Guard, 111 make a phone call.” 

He went to the hall telephone and spoke to the 
lieutenantj fot telling him of the red-haired man^s 
captures then asking if* the launch or speedboat or 
yacht had been boarded. 

The officer said his men had returned empty- 
handed. The suspected craft had too much of a start. 
He assured Frank, however, that a plane would be 
sent out at daybreak to look for the yacht, 

Frank hung up, but stayed near the telephone. In a 
loud voice he said excitedly, “Oh, that’s just great, 
Lieutenant! Now our prisoner will certainly talkl” 

He returned to the kitchen. Gontimiing his hoax, he 
said to their captive. “Qiiite a racket you fellows were 
carrying on. How did you ever get tangled up in such a 
dangerous business ? Uncle Sam has taken a- hand in it 
now!” 

. The uiian glowered, but i^emained silent. ■ . 

. . Both Frank, and Joe tried td' force a further confession . 
from liiin, but he remained obdurate. Finally Frank 

said: 

“We may as well turn you over to the poHce. Tliey 
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liave ways of making people talk, Riley^ liow about 
ciilliog headquarters for a car to take tliis guy down?” 

“Sure tiling, Frank,” the oilicer assented. “'J'licji FI 
go outside and tell Smuff whaFs liappeiMTl,” He went 
to tlie telephone. While he was goni*, Joe said: 

“1 wish we could keep our prisoner liere niitil we 
hear from Dad,” 

The man greeted these wwds with an evil, snort. 

“Your dad, eh? Fenton Hardy 1 1 kne\s*' w^e'd get 
around to that.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Listen here. If you promise to let me go, I might he 
able to make a little deal with you folks.” 

“We don’t go for deals,” Joe said. “But whafs on 
your mind?” 

“It’s simple. In exchange for my freedom III give 
you some important iulbrmalion. ill tell you where 
they’re holding your father!” 



Danger lit Womds 


“Dad captured ?” Joe shouted in disbelief. 

The man nodded, smiling evilly. Mrs Hardy turned, 
white, and Aunt Gertrude put an arm about her. 

“How do we know you’re not lying?” Joe asked 
evenly.. 

■ The man shragged. “That’s up to you.” 

The Hardys moved out of earshot of the criminal for 
a whispered conference. All agreed that the story of the 
factory theft might have been a means of luring the 
detective into a trap. 

“We’il check on this burglary,” Joe said. “Where 
was it?”' 

“In Hambleton at the aeroplane engine factory,” 

“I’ll call the police.” Joe hurried upstairs to his 
father’s study. But neither the local nor State Police 
had heard of the theft. Joe came downstairs and relayed 
die news to his family. 

“I can’t belie\='e Dad would walk into a trap that 
easily,” sai,d Frank. “'Wait a minute, I want to look for 
something in Ms files.” 

He went to the study and unlocked Fenton Hardy’s 
filing cabinet, wliich he had permission to do in case of 

.emergency. 

Thumbing tlirough the files, Frank noted that 
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Hariiy was tiiader contract to direct factory security 
woi'k at the Hambleton company wlierc secri^t go¥em» 
iment work w^is being carried om 

TIic name and private number of the company's 
cliairman were listed, Frank quickly cliallccl. 

Mr Hartwick answered. When Frank had coavincecl 
him of his identity, Mr Haitwick said : 

‘*Yes, Frank, There has been a burglaiy here. We’re 
keeping it secret to tackle the problem from the inside 
first,” 

*‘18 Dad ail right?” 

^*Yes, so far as I know, He®s out here now/* 

“Will you find him and have him phone home? 
Something important has come up here.** 

As Frank hurried down the stairs he heard scuffling 
in the kitchen. The red-headed man was trying 
desperately to get away. 

“Yoiu trick didrdt work,” Frank announced, *T 
know where my father is.’* 

Fraiik told the others that hdr Hardy was safe. Just 
then the telephone rang. Moments later Frank heard 
the calm voice of his father at the otlier end of tlie line. 

Frank quickly told him all that had happened to 
them, on the ocean and later. Fenton Hardy listened in 
amazement. When the boy had finished, the detective 
said: 

“You boys have done a great job. Now there ai'e 
two tilings I want you to do. Try to find out soraetiung 
about the helicopter. And meet me here at noon.” 

“Yes, Dad.” 

As Frank said goodbye, a patrol car stopped in from 
of the house. Two poHcemen: jumped out and hustled 
the prisoner into the car. 
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Tlic Hardy lioiise became quiet once more as the 
four occupants rt^tired for some much needed sleep, 
Frank and Joe did not waken until nine o’clock. As 
soon a,f5 they were, dressedj Joe telephoned the Coast 
Guard. After a, long conversation he hung up. 

“The Coast Guard’s sea-plane located the yacht:/’ 
lie told Frank. 

, they.. stop it?” . 

“Landed alongside and boarded her.” 

“What did they find?’’ 

“Nothing! Everytliing was in order and the captain, 
named Haxoii, denied any connection with a heli- 
copter. If the yacht was carrying smuggled goods, the 
captain proba,bIy got scared and ordered it dumped 
overboard. Anyway, the plane’s-kccping an eye on the 
. yacht as she goes down, the coast.” 

A desperate effort to find a trace of the helicopter 

drew a' blank. 

“It’s a private helicopter-— very private,” Joe con- 
cluded. “And flics only at night. But we’ll find it, just 
as soon as this burglaiy business is settled,” 

At eleven-thirty the boys started out to meet their 
hither. The factoiy w^as surrounded by a high wire 
fence. As Frank drove up to the main gate, he was 
stopped by a uniformed gua,rd. 

The guard studied the boys’ identification for a 
moment, “Okay,” he said. “We’ve been waiting for 
you,” 

The brothers were soon ushered into Mr Hartwick’s 
office. Their father and the company chairman were 
seated at a desk, minutely examining something with a 
magnifiying glass. 

“Hello, boys/’ the detective greeted. “Mr Hartwick, 
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I want you to meet l^rank and Joe^ my two assistants,” 

T!ic boys shook hands with hinij and tlio c!<ttfctive 
coatimied. ‘‘Burglars broke into this factory Iasi night 
and stole a quantity of secret aeroplane giidgets being 
made for use In United States military planes„ As they 
left, one of tiicm dropped this.” 

He held lip a tweiity-dollar note, “Fa’CI* see this be- 
fore?” He handed the money over. 

Frank looked at the serial number, comparing it 
with the list in his wallet, “Fli say so! This Is one of the 
notes I gave to Chet.” 

“Just as I thought,” the detective said. “Either the 
extortionists and the burglars are the same people, or 
they’re associated in some way. Boys, I want you t;o do 
something for me.” 

“Yes, Dad?” 

“Tour this factory as if you were on an inspection 
trip of some kind, Keep your eyes open for that phony 
salesman you saw at Chet’s farm, or anybody else 
you’ve caught a glimpse of in this mystery. We think 
one or more of tlie gang we’re after may be working 
here.” 

Guided by a junior executive, the boys went from 
one department to anotlier, but nobody answered the 
description of any of the suspects. Frank and Joe were 
completing the tour in the packing department when 
Joe stopped short and pointed, 

“Frank, look at that engine over there !” 

“Tiiat’s just like the one we saw in liie shack in tlie 
woods!” his brother said in a low voice. 

The boys hastened back to their father and voiced 
their suspicions. The detective looked at Mr Harlwick, 
“Have you missed any engines?” 
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**Several,” Mr Hartwick replied, **But we thought 
they were lost by the transport ■ company. We Ve 
started a search but haven’t heard a.tWng yet.” 

The Hardys were convinced the engines had been: 
stolen and hidclen in North Woods. ■/ 

won’t put off oiir trip to the woods any longer,” 
the boys’ father said, ®*T only hope those suspects 
haven’t moved out,” 

The company chairman thanked the Hardys for 
tlieii- help and they left the factory. They arrived home 
to find Aunt Gertrude standing on the front steps, an 
envelope in her .hands, ■ 

**A state policeman brought this a second ago,” she 
said, ‘Tt’s for you, Fenton.” 

Mr Hardy opened the envelope, his eyes taking on 
a look of satisfaction as he read tiie enclosure. *'Even 
better than I thought,” he said, explaining that he had 
asked for a list of any recent factory thefts along the 
Atlantic coast. “This note says there have been thefts 
in five aeroplane and three rifle manufacturing 
factories, l/hc thing to do now is fit the pieces of tliis 
puzzle together.” ■: 

After a hasty iunchcon, Mr Hardy asked his sons to 
come to his study. Reaching into his gun case, he 
pulled out two pistols, 

“Take tliese. You may need them if the wolves 
atlacJc. rii make out the appropriate permits for you to 
carry them. We’re on a dangerous mission.” 

“Dad, do you think these thefts of aeroplane parts 
and rifles are tied up with the mystery of the wailing 
siren?” Frank asked, 

“Yes. ihii sure they’re being shipped out of the 

country on that yacht,” ; 
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tlie help of the helicopter?” Joe asked ex- 
■cltecllf... ■ 

*Tl\ads what we, have to prove. It. laay fit a dihlf.ult 
matter to locate the helicopter. But the cliic^fs yoa boys 
iravc picked up seem to tic together riealiy/’ Mr 
Haixiy said admiriiigly* ■ 

He checked liis own pistol, then picked up a peculiar- 
looldng weapon, which he put into a shoulilcr l-iolstcr. 

“This is a special gun,” he said. “It doesnh kill- 
just shoots a gas that acts as an anaesthetic.” 

With admonitions from Mrs Hardy and Aunt 
Gertrude to be careful, the three hurried to the boys* 
car, Frank took the wheel and drove to tiie trail which 
the campers had taken. With Joe in the lead, they 
started off through the wood.s. 

Upon reaching the brook, they crossed it and went 
in a straight line towards the wolf--man*s ceJiin. 

The Hardys jjrcssed quickly and silently ihrougli the 
dense woodland for half an hour. Suddenly they be- 
came awaj'C of distant howls. 

‘ ‘The wolves I ” J oe said, 

“They’ve picked up our scent I” Frank cried out. 

The boys loaded their pistols, Mr Hardy led the way, 
halting suddenly behind a thorny bush. 

“The wire stockade 1” Joe whispered. 

Before them was the enclosure, from which came the 
howling of die excited wolves. 

Mr Hardy took out liis shoulder gun. “Temporary 
^eep won’t harm, these beasts!” he said, “Wiiile Ihn 
giving them a taste of this gas, you boys see if their 
owner’s at home and keep Mm busy till I show up.” 

As the detective crept forward tliroiigh die heavy 
brusli, Frank and Joe angled off in the dhectloa of the 
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cabiii.« WIicii they had almost reached it, they halted. 

Bc;foi'c thcnij framed in the dark doorway, stood the 
bearded wolf-man. He stepped out, .quickly followed 
by another man who was small, stooped and unshaven. 
When they saw the boys, both men stopped short. 

tlioiiglit I told you trespassers to' stay away from 
here!” the wolves® owner shouted at them angrily. 
“We*c! like to talk to you,*’ Frank said.‘ 

The smaller man grinned at his compamon through 
tm*'o broken teeth, “Who are they, Krack? Friends of 
yours?” 

Krack / Another piece of the puzzle suddenly dropped 
into place. The man from the launch had mumbled 
Krack — gUM-^Krack t 

“The only things that talk aroimd here are the 
wolves,” Krack said cuttingly. He motioned with his 
'.hand, Come here, Sabre!” 

At his command, the wolf stalked through the door- 
way, It eyed the boys savagely, whining for his master 
to give the word and he would be at their throats. 

The boys thrust their hands into their pockets. 
Tiie pistols were ready. They would use them only in 
xase ., . .. 

Suddenly Sabre pricked up his ears, Krack took 

.notice,/ 

“Tliere’s somebody at the stockade, Jezro!” he cried 
out. Then he bellowed at the wolf. “Stockade, Sabre! 

Kill!” 

Goosdlesli rose on the Hardy boys as the brute 
/dashed towards the stockade. They had forgotten to 
warn their father about this killer! 


A Cmpimm 


Thb Hardy boys stared in horror as the wolf botmdcci 
towards the stockade. 

They raced after it, pistols poised to shoot if they 
eonld sight the animal. Suddenly, frcmi near the cage, 
came the report of a gum There was a yelp of pain, 
then complete silence. 

When Frank and Joe reached the clearing, their 
father was not ha sight. The caged wolves lay In a 
stupor. Sabre was dead. 

Krack and Jezro arrived on die heels of the boys. 
They stared transfixed at the sight. Then Jezro gave a 
crazy laugh and dashed off among the trees. 

"‘Gome back hereP* Krack cried out. 

**I’m gettiii’ out of here and you’ve got no wolves to 
stop me!” Jezro flung back. 

A bullet from Krack’s gun hissed through the irix^. 

‘*We’d better go before he aims that thing at us,” 
Frank advised. “He’ll get wise in a minute that weVe 
mixed up in this.” 

“You bet. Let’s follow Jezro, Maybe heTl spill what 
he knows.” 

Out of range of Krack, Frank and Joe took olf after 
Jezro. The man’s speed proved no match for tlie fleet- 
footed Hardys. 

Joe leaped upon his back, bringing the scrawny 
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man t<i the ground, Frank collared him and raked the 
fogitive to a sitting position. 

“.Leiarm; go!’* hr; whined. "Maybe them wolves ain’t 

ilesicL” 

“I e,rin ffunranPa* Ihey’ll take a long sleep/* Frank 
said. "N«>Wj wlnri''H going on here?** 

Ji»ro remained silent, 

"'All riglit. If y<,)n won’t talkj well tell you a few 
things. You stole a truck witli riilcs and liardware and 
camping equipmcntj and brought it 

"No, I didn’t. It was Red MiktL Me’s daffy over 
campin’ stuif. T never leave these woods,” 

"Does your iriend Mike have red hair?” Frank 
.asked.- 

^ "Yeah. Flow’d you know?” 

■ "We caught Mm. He’s in jail.** 

Now thoroughly frightened, Jczro told tlie boys he 
was a want<;d tiiief who had met Krack while liiding 
out in the tumble-down shack in the woods. 

"He got me to work witlx him and liis friends,** 
Jezro said, "Pronnsed me big money to help *em keep 
people out o* the woods.” 

"Where were you when we came to the woods be~ 
Ibi’c?” Joe prodd(id him. 

"Following you. I was spyiii’ on you when you 
found Mike’s canoe,” 

"Our canoe,” Frank corrected, "Go on.” 

"Mike and Trippek xvere in Wells Hardware buying 
a ik;w fishing rod the day your fat friend was there,” 
Jezro said. "That boy sure was giving everybody an 
earful about his uncle’s rifles. So right then and there 
Miki; decided to swipe the truck and take everything in 
it” 
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“Whc)*s Trippck?” Frank interrupted* 

‘‘Tail* Wtmd fellow,** ■ 

"%ills^ns€ctrepell€ntP■ 

“He did once so lie could find out about you fellows* 
Thm T watelied you guys when you came bere. I 
marked those trees to make the trail.** He laiigluMi “It 
got you out of the. way, easy cnougli.’* 

“I suppose you dug the pit to trap us,” Frank said. 

"No. Krack did. He didn*t want nobody prowlin* 
around the woods. Listen here. You ought to let me go, 
I done you a favour. I left you a note teiiin* you it wun 
dangerous here.” 

Joe gave Frank a wink. "Do you believe that? 
Crooks hang together. Jezro wouldn’t squeal on 
■Krack.” 

"Oh, wouldn't I? Listen boys, I’m a, thief, but I 
don’t steal things to help people make war on their 
own country!” 

Before Frank could ask Jexro to ejcplain his startling 
remark, the sound of a wailing siren filled the woods, 
Joe looked into the .sky, half expecting to see a heli- 
copter. ■ ■ 

■■: "-That’s from the cabin,” Jezro said, "Krack’s. 
warnin’ the other men,” 

Frank realized that if Krack’s henchmen were near, 
the boys would have to hurry to uncover the loot they 
were seeking. 

“Where are they hiding the stolen stuff, Jezro?” he 
asked sharply, 

“Fll tell you, but you gotta let me go if I do.” 

**We won’t hurt you,” Joe said. "But don’t try to get 
away, or it’ll go hard with you.” 

Jezro -nodded and led the boys into a thicket# 



THE WAILING SIREN MYSTERY I5I ' 

After he had gone a hundred yards he stopped. 

“The stuff hidden in thereg**- he saidj- pointing to a 

. dense copse. 

“ni take a look/’ Franlc told his brother. “You 

guard Jezro.” 

Frank made Ms way cautiously. Presently he ; came 
to an extensive clearing over which was stretched a: 
green canvas with bushes and branclies laid, here and 
. ^ there upon it. Pulling up one edge of the camouflage, 
Frank uncovered a row of lights, set along the ground. 

“Jeepers!” he exclaimed half-aloiid. “A landing 
|:.v field for the helicopter.” 

The solution to the wailing siren mystery was becom- 
ing clear. Stolen plane parts, engines, arms and ammu- 
' »iti, on were being hidden in the wilderness. They were 
picked up by the helicopter at night and carried out to 
sea, where they were secretly loaded on to the- yacht. " 

**The' wailing siren is used to announce its comings”' 
. ■■ ■' and goings,” Frank concluded. “I wonder where the 
'. helicopter is now.”' , 

Frank searched a little longer, but could find none 
of the equipment stolen from Chet. He hurried back to 
; ■ make Jezro ' reveal the spot. As he reached him and' 
Joe, he noticed some bushes moving just ahead. Before 
^ he- could shout a warning, three men, pistols in hand, 
Juimpcd out of hiding. 

“Reach for the clouds!” one of them snapped. He 
had blond hair and a voice that was familiar. Trippek! 

“Frisk ’em, men, and tie ’em up,” came an order 
from a small dark man with a limp. He was Rahiy 
Night, the man who had left the note at the nev/spaper 
office and later had helped steal the, Hardy’s money 
from Chet. 
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He turned to Jezro. “As for yon, yon traitor, yoii^ll 
get tlic same treatment,” 

“Please, Reniiy, don*t do this to me !” Jijzro 
“I ain’t told ’em nothin®.” . 

Tlie dark-haired man sneered. “Think t!?at over 
while you’re stai’ving to death, A^ou aiui your two pals 
here.!”: ^ 

The men pulled several long pieces of wire from 
their pockets. Standing tlie Hardys and Jezro against & 
tree, they bound them fast to the trunk. 

Trippek chuckled. “Haxon would get a kick out of 
this!” he said. 

Haxon! Frank and Joe looked at each other. The 
captain of the yacht! 

At that moment Krack came striding out of the 
woods. He shot a contemptuous glance at Jezro and the 
boys. 

“Please, please,” Jezro begged, “T was only foolin’,” 

**Shut up! I’ll deal with you later,” Krack turned 
towards the other men. “Bad luck. That’s ail we’ve had 
since these brats started spying on us.” 

“Better not talk here,” Trippek advised, 

Krack jerked a thumb towards the boys, “Tticy’re as 
good as finished, so it won’t hurt if they listen In.” 

“What’s up?” Trippek asked, worried. 

“The yacht’s been boarded, Haxon sent m(‘, the 
message short wave.” 

“Bid they dump the load?” 

“Just in time. H'jucon said one engine acciclen tally 
fell into the ocean from the copter, 'I'hc Coast Guard, 
even with the evidence destroyed, will keep an t;ye on 
Haxon and the yacht.” 

“What’s the plan now?” one of the others asked. 
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**To moYC, I wish we bad brought the copter bads 

Iiere/'’ 

“Where is it 

“In the barn at Beckman’s farm.” 

The hoys knew the seduded place on the outsldiis of 
North Woods, It had been abandoned for a long time 
and would serve as a perfect hiding place. 

. -We’ll keep Fenton Hardy there until the heat is off,” 
Krack saidj looking at the boys. 

The boys were startled, but remembering the trick 
their prisoner Red Mike had tried to play at the Hardy 
house, Frank said, “You’ll not catch Dad.” 

Krack laughed. “Oh no? We have him now. Caught 
him near the wolf pen.” 

“You’re bluffing,” Joe said, 

Krack pulled Mr Hardy’s gas gun from his belt. 
“Recognize this? If it had another load of gas in it, I’d 
let you ha.ve it,” 

Perspiration broke out on the boys* foreheads. With 
tlieir father captured, the outlook appeared blealc hi" 
deed. Nevertheless, Joe defiantly reminded Krack that 
the police would soon catch up with them. 

“Thanks for reminding me of the police,” Krack said 
\vith a sneer. “Men, I’ll open the wolves’ pen. They’ll 
be awake soon. If the cops come, they’ll get it We’II 
stay in the caves while the wolves take care of ’em.” 

In the conversation that followed, Frank and Joe 
learned an amaziiig story of foreign hitrigue which was 
being conducted by Remiy, alias Rainy Night, whose 
real name w^as Renaldo. These men were working for a 
large unscrupulous foreign combine wluch had planned 
uprisings in Central . America. ■ ■ ■ , - ■ 

From what they could piece together from bits of 
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llw K^'otip btien iiia!viit«' syMlmialie 

iltftfi'i of Asttmeatj ciimmy. With if; iiMty wm.i wx'.rtjily 
hnying ariw??* ammiiiiitkm ami purls, or hril>lti|j 
dysoiii^st factory workcr« to steal afrophuse cttgiiies 
aafl cqiiipiiiCEt. 

Mortli VVotfds had been cbo,-it.!i;'t as a. ha;u. iiropitraiioiis 
btxatjse it %vas so near the taxistj yel uol likely to he 
subject to iuterfereuce. The coutra!>aiH.I was crate, cl 
here before belxig transported to the yacht l:iy the 
helicopter, 

**So the packing was the hammering we heard on the 
sound detector,*’ Joe said to jezro, 

■Krack overheard- the remark. **Y€s/* he replied, 
“but our own detector warned us you were gettin* too 
dose, so wc stopped work.’* 

Encouraged by Krack’s bragipng, Frank and Joe 
sliot questions at them. Rerialdo, tlicy learned, was a 
■ notorious South" American racketeer. He had 'met' 
Krack, an unprincipled imimal trainer, in the under- 
world, and had arranged the North Woods deal, with . 
Mm. Ivrack, in turn, had found Trippcik and the others, 
Krack suddenly gave an uproarious laugh. “You 
kids got the two thousand Renay dropped while he 
was climbing into the helicopter, i>ut we found a way 
to get It back through drat hit friend of youre. We paid 
off one of our stooges with it,” 

So that was hw the teiltak money found Us way into the 
Bambleton plant! 

By this time the racketeers, pleased with the im- 
pression they thought they were making on the doomed 
Hardy boys, answered questions freely. It was Krack 
and Renaldo who had kidnapped Frartk and seat the 
carrier pigeons. 
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®* Where die! the first pigeon go?” Joe asked. 

®*Noitli Carolina,” said 'Kraclc. “Brother of mine 

’ Iwes there.” 

“Diil yon take the other pigeon from our garage?” 

Trippek nodded, a pkastid grin on his face. He 
seemed to be aware of the efforts the three Hardys had 
uwcle to trace the home do%>^ccot of the pigeons. 

“WliO was the woman who followed me from the 
•post office?” Frank asked. 

, “A friend of mine. Good scout, too. She warned Trip 
!: when your brother showed up.” ' ■ 

“Was Renaido the one who dropped the dark giasses 
at our house ?” Joe asked, 

“Yeah. When he found your father wasn’t home, he 
decided to have one of you two kids snatched.” 

“Listen here,” one of the men in the background 
called out, “YouVe told these kids enough now»^ to put 

-. us al! away,” 

“They won’t be around long,” Krack said confi- 
dently, “ill turn out a couple of wolves soon as it’s 
dark. I know that gas they got. Only knocks ‘em out a 

hours*” 

Mlie three prisoners shuddered at the thought of being 
lorn to pieces by ravening wild beasts. The sun had 
already set. In a few hours the woods would be cloaked 

in darkness, the— 

“Gome on I” Krack ordered. “Let’s get back to the 
cabin. I’m going to see if I can get a coded message 
tlirough to Haxon before we pull out for the islands.” 

The men made sure the boys were securely bound, 
then disappeared. Frank and Joe struggled furiously at 
their bonds, but tire wires would not budge. They only 
cut more deeply into their flesh. To keep their minds off 
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flit* t.il« HWS»itNig fteiii, ftiii AlumuMii the 

'■‘WIsal alMHif. I:!i« ‘m llu; wcRHi-*?’' Fnisilc 

ask<‘iL “Wliy wm, Je/wF^*’' 

'il war-iFt s»|>|«wr<l tt> fitt. I tik] lliaL I tliciiFl lairw 
It or»r birilii. But I say shataisF tlayn hit 
over. \Wr<i g<mers mm/* be acbled <b*.sj«aM!eafly. 

As iiiglit dejicetuledl, tlie inarFs terror grew Jiimtsst to 
hysteria. He moimed a usd babbled as thosjgli losing Ids 
reason. The Hardys cadled baek awd forthj fo keep wp 
their hopes, though their spirits had never bcai lower. 
Any minute now the wolves might be released. 

Suddculy a distant souikI pierced the stillness. The 
wailing siren! The Iielk;o]>ter was coming ! Were the 
gang making their getaway than their North Woods 
hideout ? 

I’he siren w»as answered by the loud, blast of the one 
locatcid at the gauges cabin. A few uiinutcs later the 
beams of a seauddiglit were ligiuing the sky above the 
■ trees, .■ 

The boys could hear K tack and his gang <*oming on 
tlie rim to roll up th<; c:invn,s carmudiage on the hmd«- 
ing liekl. Treseutly through the treiis the boys could see 
lights round the rim of the clearing. 

They strained to look upwards as the cnift hovered 
overhead, and watched as. it gently touched the 
ground. As its door swung open, die smugglers rushed 
to meet the pilot. 

To the boys’ joy and amazement, they saw Fenton 
Hardy and several state police getting out of Ac 
chopper. 

“■Don’t move, any of you!” came an order from Mr 
■ Hardy wHch rang through Ae silent woods. 
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iTippjik ariii lltack stcKwi staring, unbeHeving. Then 
I:lefiaJ.ck'j spi'iiog towards tlie lights. If he could plunge 
Ili4^ pl;!.eu into darkness, he and hk friends might 

escafie. 

A |M)licf;nmrds goii dipped a bit of foliage just 
aliove the mauk head, and the leader of the gang 
siiiicieiily seemed to ciiaiige his mind, 

'I'heii they heard their father demanding angrily 
what they had done witli his sons, A moment later the 
detective wtrs snipping the wires that bound Joe and 
Frank, I'hen, though their arms and legs were cramped, 
the boys had the supreme pleasure of helpmg the troop- 
ers manacle the crirainais and march them to tlie heli” 
copter, Joe and Frank, with their father and two of the 
police odlccrs, stayed behind to round up Je25ro and the 
remaining icsst;r members of tlie gang, and to tie up 
die wolves. A police helicopter would return to pick 
dMiia up later, 

*‘Gosh, Dad, you came just in time!” Joe cried glce- 
fiilly, when the boys had a chance to speak to him 
alone. . ■ ■ F 

*'How did you get loose?” Frank asked him. 

“I was never caught,” 

“What?” 

“1 got Sabre before he got me. Then I made my way 
to Krack’s cabin and overheard liim talking to Haxon 
on sliort wave. He mentioned that the helicopter was 
hidden at the Beekraan farm. Then I got a message 
througli to Sam Radley, who was secretly tailing us all 
the lime to take over if I needed him, I told him to let 
himself be captured by the gang, while I went to notify 
the troopers. I even gave him the gas gun to make 
Rrack and his crew think it was I they had nabbed.” 

^S9S3 
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“So Sam fooled them!” 

“Eight, Fortonateiy for me^ Kraclc and ,Jezro didiFt 
know what 1 looked like. I liiarricd to get help from the 
state police to raid the old bara and <’apli,ire iJic lieli- 
copier and the pilot,” 

“What about Haxon?” Frank asked. 

“I notified the Coast Gnard. They se!/x*tl t.hc yacht 
and have Haxon in custody. WMchj by the way, solves 
my mystery of die stoien currency and the sinuggied 
mimitioiis, A list of the thieves and gun-runners was 
found in Haxon^s cabin.” 

“And our mystery is solved, too,” Frank said,, telling 
him what jezro had revealed. 

The Hardys picked, their way through the woods to 
Krack*s cabin, where they Ibund and released Sam 
Eadley. 

What the gangsters had not iilrc^ady told was learned 
from records found in a desk. Two aiToplanc engines 
and other stolen e(|iiipmeni were fomid and brought 
out, ol the woods the next day. ■ 

Solved, also, was one of the c|iic.stlons that had 
puzzled BVank and Joe ever since the day liney had sum 
the aeroplane engine in tite shack. The enipnes were 
tiiken apart and broiiglit piecemeal Irons the liouse 
where Frank had been imprisoned, A crack nitxdianic, 
one oi the gang, had reassembled the enginiss in the 
forest shack. 

Bayport buzzed with the news ol the Hardys' latest 
exploit. Many people prophesied that anodier riiystery 
would soon come their way,, It did and wm titled The 
Smii of Urn Cams, ' , f “ 

The following night Mrs Hardy invited her sons' 
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friends to a party at their house to celebrate the 
i5iic;c'.c.ssroI end of the case. 

Boon tlie living-room was filled with music and 
din tier, i'iveii Amit Gertrude, who was serving sand- 
wieJu^Sj was fiscllng mellow. 

“Tlisink goodness those cut-throats were caught,” 
.site said, fjroud of her nephews and their fatlier. “Did 
you gel: your— -oin’ — money back, Chester?” 

GIicI’h mouth was filled with a ham sandwich, so he 
could only nod the good news. Then, he swallowed and 
said, “And my uncle’s rifles too,” 

Mr Hardy came in to report more good news. The 
men in the speedboat and the launch had been 
arrested. . 

“And our pilot friend Jack Wayne was found in 
ilaxoidS" Ca:ribbean.. headquarters,” he said. “He, and 
some other pilots had been kidnapped with their 
p.lanes -by "'Stowaways and were -bemg' held to. train- 
.'pilots for the . subversive - armies. Wayne’s on: his way 
back to' Bayport right -now.” 

The boys sent up a cheer. When it subsided, the 
detective went on, “Frank and Joe have been given a 
reward for their part in the capture of Red Mike, 
Rcnaldo, Kradc and Trippek,” 

Again the guests cheered. 

“What are you going to do.,wlth'your reward ?” Chet ■ 
asked the Hardys, 

The brothers grinned. “We’ll use some of it to help 
pay for all of that camping equipment you charged,” 

Joe said. 



